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GEORGE VANBRUGH^S MISTAKE. 



CHAPTEK I. 



"paekle's pure lavender water.'* 



'One of the turnings on your left in 
walking from Sadler's Wells towards 
Coldbath Fields is called Hart Street, 
Clerkenwell. Hart Street is not a plea- 
sant neighbonrliood under any circum- 
stances, and in hot weather, and at this 
time of the day especially, when the sun 
strikes the streets so truly that there is 
not an inch breadth of shadow on either 
side of the way, the heat and closeness 
are well-nigh insupportable. Hart Street 
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might be taken for the meridian Kne in 
this respect, and when the sun once gets 
into the place, the perspiring inhabitants, 
apparently, have to put up with its yellow 
glare all day long. 

At this moment there is not a soul in 
the shabby little street. Everybody is 
indoors out of the sweltering sun. The 
only signs of life are inside the swing 
door of the public-house at the comer, ^ 
whence issues a stale beery smell. On 
the shining hot doorstep is a syrupy pool, 
as if some spilt beer had begun to dry 
before it had well time to run, and upon 
the blistered varnish of the door-posts 
big blue flies have settled flat and firm, 
sunning themselves in the burning glow. 
More flies favour the cheesemonger's 
next door, where the atmosphere under 
the canvas awning is still more stuffy and 
unpleasant ; and next door to that is an 
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old-fashioned shop, painted a dark green, 
through the small panes of which the sun 
cannot enter so readily because of the 
bunches of dried herbs that hang in the 
window. 

For all that, it is warm enough inside 
the shop, and a man who sits working 
on a high stool by the counter has taken 
off his coat and waistcoat, exposing to 
view a tumbled shirt and an uneven pair 
of worsted braces. He is probably fifty 
years of age, and wears a pair of round- 
rimmed spectacles ; but he is nevertheless 
active and busy to a degree, and clips 
away at some labels with tremendous 
energy. 

When it comes to putting these labels 
on a row of bottles before him, the heat 
rather interferes with his labours, and he 
has several times to rub his fingers upon 
his shirt-sleeves to remove the stickiness 
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that pervades everything. Besides, the 
fine gilt labels themselves get dirty in 
the process, and show impressions of Job 
HoUings's fingers. 

" Consam it, there's another of 'em ! " 
he presently made remark. 

"What's that, Job?" said an old 
woman who sat stitching at the back of 
the shop, and who took off her spectacles 
to look, an operation that was followed 
by Job when he turned to his mistress. 

" These labels ; they stick everywhere 
but on the bottles." 

" That's because you are so impatient^ 
Job. You are always for doing thmgs in 
such a hurry." 

Job straightened his back and stretched 
out his neck, seeking to relieve himself 
from the oppressive heat. Then, after 
a moment's pause, he said — 

" It's all very well,, but I must finish 
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this order if I am to take it with me 
to-morrow. It will save carriage, and 
I can deliver it myself. Miss Medli- 
cott lives within a stone's throw of 
our lavender strip at Dalebrook, you 
know." 

The order in question was not a large 
one, consisting simply of four half-pint 
bottles of lavender water, but to tie up 
the corks with white leather and to affix 
the grand labels, *' Parkle's Pure Lavender 
Water," was to Job a task of infinite 
concern. 

"And you will collect the digitalis 
about Sandham on your way ? " 

"Yes, in Sandham Wood; or if it is 
scarce I shall walk on to Dalling, and get 
the train home from there." 

" There is nothing else wanted?" asked 
Mrs. Parkle. 

"Crawford and Co. want some bella- 
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donna, but they are in no hurry for it ; if 
there is none in the Sandham gravel pits, 
they must wait till I make my north 
circuit." 

Job here resumed his spectacles and 
his work, and Mrs. Parkle had perforce to 
do the same. But the latter was not 
altogether satisfied that Job had the 
interest of the firm entirely at heart in 
his projected journey to Dalebrook, and 
determined to know more about it. They 
wanted some lavender, it is true, and the 
digitalis had been particularly asked for 
by one of their druggist customers ; but 
Job from a lad had been notorious for 
playing the truant, and required to be 
ruled by a firm hand. It was only because 
she had taken a severe course with him 
all these years — ^for Mr. Parkle had died 
long since — ^that he had been kept in the 
right path. 
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" Job ! " cried Mrs. Parkle, again snap- 
ping off her glasses with those claw-like 
fingers. 

Her assistant was sitting bolt upright 
with his arms akimbo, regarding with 
much satisfaction the little row of bottles 
before him, now all provided with clean 
labels and white caps. He left off smiling 
at once, and, doflSng his spectacles too, 
turned to his mistress. 

^^Job!" 

"WeU." 

Mrs. Parkle looked as severe as she 
could, and said slowly — 

'' Who is this Miss MedKcott ? " 

"Who is she?" repeated Job, with a 
twinkle of his mild eyes. 

" Yes* I hope I speak plain enough. 
Who is she. Job ? " 

"Well, I'm sure I don't know," said 
Job, rubbing the bristles of his chin with 
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his hand, and rather amused by his 
mistress's manner. 

** You mean you won't tell me," cried 
the old woman. 

" I don't mean anything of the sort." 

** Do you think I can't guess who she 
is?" said Mrs. Parkle, getting warmer 
and more spiteful. 

"Well, I don't know," replied the 
wondering Job. 

** I'll try, anyhow. It's some young 
hussy or other you are going to marry. 
But don't make too sure, my fine fellow. 
You don't know anything about these 
matters. You must get yom- employer's 
consent, and, let me tell you, I shall not 
give it." 

Mrs. Parkle snapped up her spectacles 
and went on with her work, but as Job 
was some time in replying, she took them 
off again, and glared with her little red 
eyes once more before resuming. 
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Job swung his legs good-humouredly as 
hie sat on the stool. 

** What I and won't you let us come and 
live here and have your business, eh ? " 

Mrs. Parkle was quite aware by Job's 
tone that he was only quizzing. From 
the first, indeed, she probably knew there 
was no truth in her accusations, but she 
believed it to be the best plan of getting 
to know what she wanted. Consequently 
the old lady still preserved her grim 
countenance, and went on with her 
sewing. 

Job became quite boy-like under the 
circumstances. 

"But, seriously, don't you think it's 
time I took a wife ? " 

Mrs. Parkle deigned no reply. 

" I'm sure I'm old enough." 

"I'm sure you are fool enough, if that 
is what you mean." 



10 GEORGE VANBRUGH'S MISTAKE. 

" Well, whichever you please." 

"Job Hollings," cried Mrs. Parkle, 
angrily, putting down her work with one 
hand and her glasses with the other, " let 
me tell you once for all that, if ever you 
presume to bring any saucy baggage here, 
I'll have you both turned out of doors 
neck and crop.'^ 

Mrs. Parkle was out of temper, not 
because she suspected Job, but because 
he refused to gratify her curiosity in 
respect to the lady customer at Dalebrook. 
Her ruse had been of no avail. The vexa- 
tious Job, instead of at once denying the 
impeachment, had evaded her by admit- 
ting it. 

In the mean time, as his mistress had 
grown more violent. Job, with the air of 
a man who knew well what he was about, 
turned round to his work with a quiet 
"AU right." 
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Mrs. Parkle watched him for some 
moments, and then, in a subdued voice,, 
said, "When are you going to tell me 
about this Miss MedUcott ? " 

"When you leave off talking non-- 
sense," returned Job, half turning round. 

" Do you mean to say you are not for 
ever taking or sending her things ? " 

" And don't she pay for them ? " 

Mrs* Parkle was going to be spiteful 
again, and said something about not 
knowing whether her customers paid or 
not, but catching Job's eye at the moment, 
muttered that she supposed the thinga 
were paid for. 

"Very well, then." 

"Only now she asks you how elder- 
flower water is made." 

" But I haven't told her, have I ? " 

" You wiU, though." 

" Perhaps I shall and perhaps I shan't ; 
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in any case she will pay for the infor- 
mation." 

"How?" 

" As she has done before, by letting me 
sleep in the lodge. How many times 
have yon paid for a bed for me at 
Dalebrook when I went to look after the 
lavender, I should like to know ? " 

**Ah, Job, I see," said Mrs. Parkle, 
in an injured tone. "And so you have 
met together, have you, and grown to 
like one another very much. I was born 
to be lonely, and I have no right to 
complain." Mrs. Parkle took out her 
handkerchief to show that she was going 
to cry. 

"Look here, now, let's have no more 
of this. It's no good your working 
yourself into a state in order to find out 
anything. I'll tell you fast enough, but 
not if you begin to snivel. First you try 
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to bounce it over a fellow, and then you 
go on the injured tack." 

Mrs. Parkle remained a picture of 
patience and uttered not a word. 

" Because Miss Medlicott orders goods 
from me instead of writing to the firm, 
you needs must think there is something 
extraordinary about her. She saw me 
in our lavender patch one day and asked 
me about it, and, as you know, she has 
ordered lavender water repeatedly. I 
showed her how to make a pot-pourri 
with her rose-leaves when I was down 
last month, and now she writes word 
she would like to make some elder-flower 
water. Jordan, the gardener, always 
gives me a bed when I go there, so 
that I get amply paid for my information, 
do you see, while, as for Miss Medlicott 
herself, if you want to know, she is a 
young and handsome lady, who keeps 
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her carriage and has a fortune of her 
own." 

Job meant to make the most of his 
story while he was about it, and had 
•taken the liberty of magnifying a pony- 
chaise and throwing in the fortune on his 
own responsibility. 

" She lives at that place, near our land, 
does she ? " asked Mrs. Parkle. 

"Yes, at Lanthradyne Manor," re- 
turned Job, briefly. 

*^ Then she is not so very rich — I mean 
it is not a large property ? " 

"Isn't it!" 

" But does it all belong to her ? " 

Job was in a dilemma. The fact was, 
so far as he knew, the estate was not 
Miss Medlicott's at all. She lived at 
Dalebrook with a married sister and her 
family, and because Job had heard that 
a certain little pony-chaise that rattled 
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about the village was Miss MedKoott's 
property, lie had hazarded the above 
statement. However, it was just as easy 
for him to represent the lady rich as 
poor, and hence he decided to be mag- 
nanimous. So Mrs. Parkle was treated 
to a long account of the lady's posses- 
sions, which was aU the longer by reason 
of Job's mistress taking a deep interest 
in the account. 

"There! now you know as much as 
I do about it ; and I'll pack these things 
ready for to-morrow." 

Job deemed it best to cut short the 
story, lest by any further questioning he 
might be tempted out of his depth. He 
went into the back of the shop and 
returned with a canvas haversack, in 
which he stowed away the bottles of 
lavender water and some small packages 
he had been making up. 
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"You'll have to mind those bottles,'* 
said Mrs. Parkle, watching him, 

"Oh, I'U take care of them, never 
fear." 

" I doubt you will." 

Job gave his mistress a sharp look, and 
muttered something about " At it again," 
but Mrs. Parkle had resumed her sewings 
and took no farther notice. 

"You had best give me my money 
now," said Job. "I shaU be up and 
away by five o'clock, for therell be, no 
walking in this heat." 

" When will you be back ? " 

"Not before Saturday; it may be Sun- 
day night." 

Mrs. Parkle slowly desisted from her 
work, and, with many " Ahs " and " Deary 
mes," proceeded wearily upstairs to fetch 
the money. Job's work being done, he 
placed his stool nearer the street door. 
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and took out his pipe with the air of a 
man who had to do a spell of waiting. 
He hoisted his thick-set figure upon the 
stool, deliberately filled his pipe and 
lighted it. In his cool attire, ensconced 
out of reach of the baking sun, he enjoyed 
the warm weather without much incon- 
venience. There was, at any rate, some 
air stirring in the passage, and the 
bundles of herbs swinging bower-like 
overhead had fragrance enough to over- 
come the noisome odours of the street. 

Job had been in the employment of 
Parkle and Co. ever since he could re- 
member. As a boy he used to accompany 
Mr. Parkle in his country excursions in 
search of herbs and simples, and although 
in later times the cultivation in gardens 
of many drugs had rendered unnecessary 
to a great extent such long rambles, his 
experience was still frequently of use in 
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the oolleotion of rare plants. Parkle and 
Co. had a reputation still among drug- 
gists ; but had it not been for Job's skill 
in the preparation of lavender and other 
waters — supplied to the trade, for Parkle 
did little retail business — ^it is questionable 
whether the firm would have outUved its 
originator. Job had been so successftd, 
indeed, lately with his lavender prepara- 
tion that the firm had been able to acquire 
a bit of land near Dalebrook for its culti- 
vation. Still, his scanty wages were the 
same as they had been twenty years ago, 
except that they were more grudgingly 
paid, for every day Mrs. Parkle was more 
loath to part with her money. It was 
this, more than anything else, which ac- 
counted for Job's plainness of speech 
towards his mistress. 

At the present moment Job's thoughts 
were confined to this subject of wages, 
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and in debating how long it would be 
before the necessary funds for his journey 
were forthcoming. As it happened, he 
had to wait a fuU hour before Mrs. 
Parkle made her appearance, and, after 
much hesitation, laid the sum of five 
shillings upon the counter. 

Job, although perfectly aware of the 
return of his mistress, continued to suck 
away at his pipe. It was only when he 
heard the sound of money on the counter 
that he withdrew the brier-root stem for 
a moment and looked round. 

" That's not no good to me — ^not five 
shillings." 

Then he resumed his pipe as before, and 
looked into the street again. 

Mrs. Parkle had gone back to her work- 
basket, but nevertheless seemed quite 
prepared for Job's behaviour. 

'* Isn't it enough, Job ? Dear me 1 it's 
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nothing but money, money all day ! How 
much do you want ? " 

'* You know." 

"Well — but, Job, your journeys are 
always costing money, you know. There 
is really no end to expenses. Well, 
there I " 

Here another shilling was released from 
the bony fingers, causing Job's head to 
turn as before. 

'' Won't do." 

*^ Well — ^but. Job, really you know " 

** Look here, missus. I shall be away 
four days — ^may be five. At three shillings 
a day that's twelve, and I'll take not a 
farthing less." 

" Twelve shilhngs ! Dear, dear! Twelve 
shiUiags ! " 

Mrs. Parkle proceeded with her ejacula- 
tions, but Job replied no more to them. 
He simply turned his head every time an 
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addition was made to the heap, but other- 
wise made no movement save to refill his 
pipe when necessary. Very slowly did the 
sum rise towards the specified amount, 
the old lady taking the journey to and 
from her work-basket with every addition 
of a shilling. 

As Job knew perfectly well, she had 
come down provided with the whole 
amount, but had not courage enough to 
part with it. When the twelfth shilling 
was paid down, Mrs. Parkle stood by the 
heap while Job put it into his pocket. 

" I want half a stale loaf and a bit of 
cpld bacon in my bag, remember. Last 
time you forgot the bacon. I shall forget 
to pay in an account one of these days if 
it occurs again." 

And Job, after beating out his pipe, 
gave a significant nod, and went upstairs 
with his haversack. 
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CHAPTEE II. 



TWO TRAMPS, 



Hart Street was a pleasanter place in the 
early morning, and when Job unbolted 
the door of No. 3 his face was gladdened 
by a puff of cool fresh air. He was ready 
dressed for his journey, and put the door 
wide open to lighten the shop. Then he 
went back into the stuffy atmosphere to 
seek his haversack, and make sure that it 
contained the cold bacon of which he had 
spoken to Mrs. Parkle. It was there, and 
though Job grumbled at the smaUness of 
the parcel, he was in too great a hurry to 
delay on that account. A half-quartern 



■■m 



TWO TRAMPS. 23 

loaf was there, too, and he hastily tore off 
a portion, to be consumed with a draught 
of milk from the first milkseller he should 
meet. 

The haversack was thrown over one 
shoulder and a canvas bag over the other, 
to contain any herbal treasures he might 
collect, and then he reached a stick from 
one of the dark comers of the shop. It 
was of stout hazel wood, and, by way of 
handle, had a small hammer on one side 
and a steel pick on the other. His cap 
was of the old-fashioned school-boy type, 
with a huge leather peak, and this Job 
pulled down determinedly over his brow 
as a last preliminary to starting. 

He closed the door after him with a 
loud slam, as if desirous of giving a part- 
ing protest of his determination not to be 
sat upon. 

^^ I'll learn her. Why, I'd never get 
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no wages unless I laid in wait for every 
customer who paid a bill — ^the old she- 
cat ! " 

The weather soon put Job into good 
humour again. The street was as untidy 
as ever ; bits of paper and straw littered 
the pavement, and were all the more 
conspicuous because the closely shuttered 
houses on either side seemed to shut 
them into the road by themselves. The 
puddle of beer in front of the public- 
house was dry, but none the less visible, 
and a smashed wine-bottle lay in the 
gutter before the door. But Job heeded 
none of these things. The air was crisp 
and clear, and that was enough for him. 

A faint gleam of sunshine, all rosy and 
golden, made him so lighthearted he 
could scarce refrain from running down 
the street like a school-boy. The murky 
yellowness would come later with the 
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heat and oppression, when he would be 
far away in the open country. As yet 
the atmosphere was quite blue and trans- 
parent, and you could see shops and sign- 
boards with vivid distinctness. 

Job got his sup of milk near the Angel 
at Islington, and sat down on a con- 
venient doorstep to munch his bread and 
watch the milk-vendor go through a 
series of decanting operations, which 
seem inherent to the supply of pure milk. 
The latter refused Job's invitation to 
enter into conversation, and presently 
wheeled off his carriage and cans to con- 
tinue the mystic process where he should 
be more free from observation. 

The fine weather put Job in high 
spirits, and before he had well finished 
his breakfast he was standing, watch in 
hand, deliberating over distances. 

^^ Ten minutes past five; that will 
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make it half-past eight by the time I 
get to Eltham Chnroh. Now then, are 
you ready to start, old fellow? Bag 
hangs right ? yes, and so are the straps. 
Forward I Quick march I " 

Although Job gave the word to himself 
to " Quick March I " his pace was not a 
fast one — ^not more than three miles an 
hour, probably. There were no omnibuses 
on the route so early; but if there had 
been, he was too orthodox a pedestrian 
to have availed himself of them. For 
the same reason he objected to a lift 
upon a country road. Having once 
resolved on a foot journey, it was difficult 
to shake Job's determination. 

Over London Bridge went Job, never 
slackening or increasing his pace, and 
on by the Old Kent Eoad towards Black- 
heath. It was only when the shops had 
given way to detached houses, and these 
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were succeeded by green hedges, that the 
stolid pedestrian began to show signs of 
animation. Now and then he paused to 
mb his hands together, and to look back 
at the city he was leaving behind him. 

Job's destination was a spot in Kent 
near the Sussex border — a two days' 
journey on foot — and he usually passed 
the first night at Wrotham, as nearly as 
possible half-way between London and 
Dalebrook. Since Mrs. Parkle had rented 
a piece of land there Job made the 
journey many times in the course of the 
year, and the district had become familiar 
to him. 

At Eltham Job took his first rest, and 
made a hearty meal of bread and bacon. 
A green bank by the roadside was 
chosen in preference to the tap-room of 
an inn, for although Job liked his pipe, 
he had no love for the smell of stale 
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tobacco. Moreover, he could lie here 
on his back for an hour or so, unfettered 
and undisturbed, as he best chose. 

Now that he was fairly in the country 
and among the green trees, he took the 
stages more quietly. He halted by hedge 
or ditch to look after some strange bird 
or rare plant. On one occasion a little 
cluster of flowers caught his eye on the 
further side of a low waU, and these were 
so attractive that in a moment Job had 
put out pipe, thrown down haversack, and 
was digging away at the roots with a will. 
Every plant was carefully taken up with 
a lump of mould, and this neatly baUed 
by the hand before being placed in the 
canvas bag. 

Job was dihgently pursuing this work 
when he became aware that a stranger 
was resting his arms upon the wall and 
looking on. A fair beard and a pair of 
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blue eyes were the main features of this 
stranger, who was indolently smoking 
and following Job's skilful movements 
with deep interest. 

" All right, don't mind me ; go it." 
^* This field don't belong to you, I 
suppose ? " said Job, pausing doubtfully. 
" Oh, dear no ; I wish it did." 
** You wouldn't let me do this, I sup- 
pose, if it was yours ? " 

" I hardly know, I'm sure. If you 
liked doing it I think I shouldn't mind." 
This with the pipe still between his 
teeth. 

Job scarcely knew what to make of the 
gentleman and his style of conversation. 
However, as there were two or three 
more plants to grub up, Job went on 
with his work while the other smoked 
and looked on. Not until he had secured 
his treasures and scaled the waU and was 
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on his way once more did the new comer 
address him agaia. 

" I say, what are those good for ? " 

" What do you mean ? " said Job, turn- 
ing round and half hesitating, lest the 
other should be making fun of him. 

^* I mean, what are you collecting them 
for ? Are they for specimens, or are they 
for medicine, for instance? I mean, 
would they be any good, now, for rubbing 
into the small of your back to cure 
rheimiatism ; or to make tea with ? If 
you are taking that road, perhaps you 
will let me walk with you ? " 

**Why, they are orchids — ^the bee 
orchid and the goat orchid they calls 
them in Kent. I have been looking 
about for this one, the Hircina, for a 
paxty that Uves about here, and it is 
rather rare. Just look. It smells exactly 
like a goat, don't it ? " 
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Job halted for a moment to let his 
companion inspect one of the plants, and 
the latter 's enthusiasm quite pleased Job. 
He began to grow polite, which he rarely 
was to a stranger. 

*' You do not know botany, sir ? " 

"No; I'm afraid I don't." And the 
bearded face regarded Job curiously. Then 
as Job had returned his roots to the bag 
and appeared ready to start his com- 
panion proffered a huge tobacco-pouch, 

"You had better fill before we go on. 

It's so much easier to talk with a pipe in 
your mouth." 

Job did as he was desired, and presently 
they were marching gravely along the 
road agaiu. 

" Do you know botany ? " 

" Very little, sir. I read a bit now and 
then when I want to know something 
about a plant and where to find it. You 



32 GEORGE VANBRUGH^S MISTAKE. 

see we pick up onr knowledge more in 
the hedges and ditches. That's better 
than poring over a book." 

*'You don't know ^Edward and his 
Mother,' then, I suppose?" asked Job's 
companion, after a pause. 

Job nodded his head, and looked up 
at the blue eyes to see if they meant 
mischief. 

**We used to call it that at school. 
It's a book, you know, in which Edward 
is always questioning his mother on 
botany, and we boys had to read all 
they said to one another. Edward's 
mother, I remember, was a great bore, 
and used to talk by the page on the 
slightest provocation. Edward had only 
himself to thank, though, for he brought 
it all upon himself by his questions. But 
with us it was diflferent. I know we 
thought it precious hard to have to read 
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all about stamens and pistils when we 
had done nothing to deserve it." 

" Then you never liked it ? " asked Job. 

" I don't think anybody likes things he 
is forced to learn. Perhaps that is why 
you enjoy botany now. You were not 
compelled to read it at school." 

Job smiled. '^At that rate I ought 
to like everything, for I never went to 
school. But you are joking, sir, I know. 
I should like to know now what you are 
really clever in." 

" So should I," said Job's friend with 
sudden interest. 

Job would have laughed only he feared 
to give umbrage. Here was a well- 
dressed gentleman, no longer a very 
young man, who had not yet found out 
what he could do. Job had so ardent 
a desire to learn more that he determined 
to question further. 

VOL. I. D 
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" I beg your pardon, sir, but would you 

be offended if I asked " Here Job 

hesitated. 

*^Go on; ask anything you like. I 
did not scruple to interrogate you, you 
know." 

" I mean what you do for a living ; 
for instance," continued Job, looking at 
his companion's perplexed face, " are you 
a lawyer?" 

" Yes, I am ; that is, I am a barrister- 
at-law." 

" Oh ! " said Job. 

'^But I can't get my living by it, I 
am sorry to say. No; they make you 
eat a lot of dinners before you become 
a barrister, but afterwards are not par- 
ticular if you eat nothiag at all." 

Then, as this explanation did not quite 
satisfy Job, his travelling companion pro- 
ceeded to show how a barrister without 
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practice was still at liberty to earn his 
living how he best could. 

" Stay, here is my card, Mr. Job 
HoUings. I read your name from your 
haversack when it was lying on the wall, 
and now you know mine. If you have 
law business at any time, perhaps you 
will remember me." 

" Mr. George Vanbrugh, Inner Temple," 
read Job slowly, aloud. 

*^ That's right; now we are properly 
introduced." 

Job smiled, and put away the card in 
his waistcoat pocket. For some time 
they marched on in silence. Then Job 
asked whether the country was familiar 
to his companion. 

''No, it isn't," said the barrister. 
"And, what is more, it hardly seems 
worth knowing." 

''It will improve as we get nearer 
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Wrotham, you will find; there is a fine 
view as we go down the hill." 

Job instructed his Mend to mount a 
footpath on the bank beside the road, to 
be ready for the first peep. 

"Look over that hedge as soon as it 
is low enough, sir." 

Presently the view burst upon George 
Vanbrugh. The whole county seemed at 
his feet. From the ridge on which he 
stood a weald of brown woods and green 
undulating hills could be seen for miles^ 
while the fields below were like patch- 
work. The sun still shone faintly, setting 
in a cloud of golden vapour. 

" You might almost see Sevenoaks, to 
the right there, if that violet haze did not 
veil it," said Job. 

" And what is the green-clad hill oppo- 
site ? " 

"Those are the Merryworth woods. 
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and right across lies Wateringbury on the 
green banks of the Medway, where you 
may pluck cowslip]s and blue forget-me- 
nots at every step. The Medway is a 
lazy river at aU times, but down there it 
hardly cares to move at all when the sun 
shines, the meadow-land is so fresh and 
the woods so bowery." 

"Why, Mr. HoUings, you are as en- 
thusiastic as if you had been bom here." 

" I don't know," said Job. *' I think a 
cockney appreciates the country more 
than a yokel." 

" What is the road running under that 
chalk cliff for a while, and then entering 
the black clump of firs ? " 

" That is the Maidstone road," replied 
Job. 

*' And the little village down here, half 
hidden in green, with a square grey 
tower?" 
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" Wrotham, where we are going." 

Both remamed some minutes gazing on 
the scene and watching the glowing 
colours change as the sun sank into a 
lake of gold. 

"We have seen the best of it," said 
Job. "We shall only be disappointed if 
we stop longer." 

But Job's companion had grown senti- 
mental, and was in no hurry to depart. 

" In what direction does your road lie, 
Mr. Hollings ? " 

"Nearly due south, to a place called 
Dalebrook." 

" Dalebrook, near Hawkhurst ? " asked 
George Vanbrugh. 

"Yes." 

" And you walk there to-morrow ? " 
"Yes." 

" Then I will walk, too— that is, if you 
will let me. I generally like to travel by 
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myself^ because I can think, and thinking 
suits me better than talking. But I 
should like a day's walk with you very 
much." 

Job grinned, but, as his companion was 
quite serious, he gave it as his opinion 
that people may think too much at times. 

" You are right, Mr. HoUings, and, do 
you know, I believe you have hit upon my 
failing." 

"It makes you morose and vacillating 
like if you do it too much, sir ; I know, 
because I've tried it. So I shall be very 
happy to give you my company, as far as 
I go, to Lanthradyne Manor." 

" To Lanthradyne Manor — to Miss 
Medhoott's ! " 

Job unfastened his haversack, and 
gravely handed out a packet for Van- 
brugh's inspection. The latter read the 
address, and gave it back again. 
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* * Why, those orchids are for her, too," 
said Job. 

'' EeaUy." 

*' I should not take so much trouble for 
many people," said Job. 

" Do you know Miss* Medlicott, then ? " 
asked George Vanbrugh. 

" Of course I do. Do you ? " 

" Yes ; she is a sort of relation of 
mine." 

Job did not look pleased. 

" At any rate, we will go together," Job 
said. And the two companions walked 
down the hill. 
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Thebe were no grounds for any suspicions 
that Job might harbour against George 
Vanbrugh. The latter was but telling the 
truth when he said Miss MedKoott was a 
relation. She was something besides. 
George had known the lady and her 
family from boyhood, and, what was more, 
he had been from time immemorial the 
husband designate of one of the Medlicott 
girls. Kate and Lucy MedKcott had been 
his playmates in youth, and their father 
was the only father he had ever known. 
Again, George Vanbrugh had been 
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frank with Job in saying lie was ignorant 
as to any clever points he possessed. He 
ought to have made a good start in life, 
no doubt, but it was very certain he had 
not done so. There was plenty of money 
for his education, and at twenty-three an 
income of more than five hundred a year 
passed into his hands. He had read for 
the bar and eaten his dinners, and would 
have been content to marry had this 
course seemed to him a wise one, but 
somehow years slipped by without altering 
his condition. 

Some people said it was George's good 
fortune in having a tolerable income of 
his own which stood in the way of his 
advancing himself in the world, and of 
this Vanbrugh was as well aware, probably, 
as anybody. He had studied law a little, 
written a little, and smoked a good deal, 
but had never earned a penny-piece by 
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his exertions. Not that Vanbrugh was 
altogether lazy. He had a method of 
passing his time, but the greater part of 
his leisure indoors was spent in playing 
the piano. Yes, he ought not to forget 
that point when questioned about his 
abilities — he was something of a musician. 
He had, at one time, indeed, seriously 
contemplated playing for an income, and 
went so far as to get an introduction to 
Mr. Cornelius Strick, the conductor at 
the Comus Theatre in the Strand. But a 
few words' conversation with that gentle- 
man so convinced George that he should 
only be taking *'the bread out of some 
poor devil's mouth," that the idea was at 
once abandoned. 

George would have married ere this 
had he been quite satisfied with himself. 
There was Lucy Medhcott ready to say 
**Yes" at any time, just as Kate would 
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have done five yeaxs ago, before she married 
Ferdinand Mallelieu. He always liked 
Lucy the best, and her sister's marriage, 
George persuaded himself, made matters 
easier for him. At the same time, Rate 
had been very good to him. At Christ- 
mas he went down to pass the holidays 
with the Medliootts in Yorkshire, and in 
May or June father and daughters came 
up to town for a fortnight and put them- 
selves under George's care. At least, this 
had been the rule as long as Mr. Medli- 
cott was alive and Kate was unmarried ; 
but during the past year or so, while they 
had lived at Lanthradyne, George had 
seen his old friends less frequently, and 
on both sides there was less cordiality 
than in the old days. 

George Vanbrugh had determined this 
should not be. It was his fault, if any 
one's. So he decided to go over to 
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Lanthradyne at once — ^Lucy had lived 
there for a twelvemonth now without a 
single visit from him — and, repairing the 
wrong he had inflicted, he would ask her 
to be his wife without more ado. His 
income, added to hers, would suffice for 
their wants, or rather it would have to da 
so. He was so very close to thirty now^ 
that if he tarried longer he might never 
get a wife at all. At any rate, if he 
wanted to pick and choose, there was not. 
much time before him. 

Besides, as George himself conceded, 
'*he had had his fling," and might well 
be content to marry now. He had 
travelled half over Europe at one time 
or another, he had subscribed for a stall 
at the opera for the past half-dozen 
seasons, and he had partaken of little 
convivial dinners at club or chambers 
in the company of London lions of all 
degrees. 
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Vanbrugh had but the loan of a door- 
post whereon to affix his name in the 
Inner Temple; he lived in comfortable 
chambers in Spring Gardens, whence the 
verdure and sunshine in St. James's Park 
were visible at times. In early summer, 
when the trees had just burst into leaf, 
and foliage and grass were fresh and 
green, there were not pleasanter rooms 
in all London than George Vanbrugh's; 
and at other times a large fern-case, 
made to fit the sitting-room window 
exactly, afforded a peep of delicate 
greenery so dear to every Londoner's 
heart. Here were George's favourite 
books and his piano; here, too, were 
luxurious basket chairs, and racks of 
pipes to be smoked under varied circum- 
stances, according to the position of the 
smoker. Here were comfortable settees 
on which you might sit cross-legged if 
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you chose, and red-cased cushions, with 
gay knitted bolsters, to recline upon. A 
Turkey carpet of many colours covered 
the floor, and handy little tables and 
brackets of bright walnut wood were not 
wanting upon which to rest a cup, or 
glass, or pipe, or book. Only one thing 
was necessary to appreciate George Van- 
brugh's divan, and that was a liking for 
smoke. The heavy hangings which shut 
off the sleeping apartment — a kind of 
alcove — and the bright-coloured cushions 
everywhere aU smelt sadly of tobacco. 

George loved nothing more than to ask 
a few friends from the club after dinner 
to coffee and cigars in his rooms, while 
he, pipe in mouth, played to them what- 
ever they might please to command. A 
sonata of Beethoven or a waltz of Gungl 
came just as readily from his supple 
fingers, and much as his friends might 
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enjoy the music, it seemed to give 
George most pleasure. His instrument 
had grown to be part of himself ; it gave 
him back every sympathetic touch, and 
there was more feeling in its voice, he 
thought, than he had ever heard from 
living creature. 

But George had decided that the time 
was come to put an end to this useless 
life. Ned Shorter, who was part pro- 
prietor of the room outside which 
George's name figured in the Temple, 
had made a start at the Old Bailey and 
in the Police Courts, and now wanted 
the place to himself. Not that his 
partner had not hitherto permitted 
Shorter fall possession. They paid an 
equal share of the rent, or rather had 
done so since Mr. Edward Shorter was 
able to find the money, and George 
good-naturedly permitted his friend to 
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occupy the place as the latter pleased. 
In return, Shorter undertook to see to 
any business of George's, and to answer 
questions in his absence — duties, it must 
be confessed, that were not onerous. 

Shorter' s proposal to dissolve partner- 
ship was an element in the resolution 
which George Vanbrugh had recently 
formed. They were still the best of 
friends — ^indeed, it would have been diflS- 
cult to quarrel with Ned; but now the 
latter was able to take care of himself he 
did not wish that Vanbrugh should still go 
on good-humouredly paying for the rooms, 

" You see, old fellow, I get more of a 
pull than ever since I have been doing 
this criminal business. If it's any con- 
venience to you to keep your name on 
the door you are quite welcome, but as 
I want the rooms for work I shall pay 
for them in future," 
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George protested that he might want 
them, too, one of these days, when he 
hegan to practice, but Shorter only shook 
his head. 

** When you do, you shall have them, 
old man. In the mean time I pay the 
rent.'' 

** But what am I to do ?" was George's 
feeble answer. 

** Do ; why, what you should have done 
years ago. Marry Lucy Medlicott and 
live happy ever after." 

Thus the partnership was dissolved, 
and thus in great measure had George's 
visit to Lanthradyne come about. The 
two young barristers had been so long 
connected that some energetic measure on 
George's part was necessary. Although 
Mr. Edward Shorter had not said so, it 
was apparent that his success at the bar 
depended in great measure upon their 
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severance. Shorter had essayed many 
ways of getting a hving, for he had no 
competence to fall back upon. If you 
only try a lot of things, was his maxim, 
you are sure to turn up a trump at some 
time or other. He had turned up the 
lucky card while reporting at a PoHce 
Court. He had done "lining " for news- 
papers, " science gossip " for magazines, 
and once wrote a successful farce, which 
ran for nearly three months at the Comus 
Theatre, during which memorable period 
Mr. Shorter drew five shillings a night as 
author's rights. 

It was at this particular stage of Mr. 
Shorter's career that George bethought 
himself of earning something as a musician, 
and had that interview with Mr. Strick, 
the conductor. And, subsequently, when 
Ned endeavoured to foUow up his dramatic 
success with a three-act comedy, George 
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set to work upon a novel ; but neither 
play nor story were ever communicated 
to the public. 

George fell back on his piano playing, 
and Mr. Edward Shorter relapsed once 
more into a reporter. But fortune 
favoured the latter again, and this time 
he managed to cling to the fickle dame's 
skirts. A man appeared before the 
magistrate at Vere Street Police Court 
charged with being concerned in some 
betting transactions. Shorter, who was 
reporting the case, noted the facts as 
usual, and observing there was a legal 
flaw in the evidence and that the accused 
was undefended, quickly closed his note- 
book, and, without more ado, rose and 
defended the fellow. He was remanded, 
and on the next occasion appeared at the 
bar with several accomplices, who placed 
their case in the young barrister's hands. 
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The men were committed for trial at the 
Old Bailey, and here again Shorter 
cleverly defended them, and, although in 
the end a conviction was secured, the 
energetic junior had made a name. 
Other criminal practice came in, and 
*'Mr. Edward Shorter appeared for the 
prisoner " was an announcement fre- 
quently to be seen in the daily papers. 

Vanbrugh, anxious to do as his friend 
had done, at once proposed to take over 
the reporter's note-book, and similarly 
to watch for an opportunity. But his 
partner soon laughed him out of the 
notion, and George went home to his 
piano in Spring Gardens instead. 

He had always taken Ned's advice, and 
the last suggestion to go down to Lan- 
thradyne and marry his cousin Lucy he 
no less determined to act upon. When 
it came to starting upon the expedition, 
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however, George felt nervous. He packed 
a huge portmanteau, and wrote a note 
to Mrs. Mallelieu apprising her of his 
intended visit. But the note was never 
sent off, nor the portmanteau strapped 
down. It was such fine weather, and the 
country through which one passed was 
reputed so charming, that a walk would 
be deUghtful. He could carry a sling 
bag over his shoulder, and thus come 
upon th^m unawares. They might not 
be able to accommodate him for more 
than a night, or worse still, might not 
care for his company after all. He would 
be so much better able to reconnoitre and 
to find out how matters looked if he 
walked over ia an unpretending fashion ; 
indeed, he could be off again without 
difficulty in case he should find he was 
not wanted. 

Such were the reasons George found 
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for walking over to Dalebrook. Of course 
the truth was he was a coward, and 
desired to put off the affair as long as 
possible. As he sat munching his dry 
toast at breakfast that morning, how he 
wished he had not made a bargain with 
Mr. Job Hollings to walk in company. 
He might have shammed sickness, and 
excused himseK through the waiter when 
his travelling companion called and in- 
quired for him, only it was too late now. 
Through the wire blind of the coffee- 
room he had seen Job pass and repass 
several times, and no one could doubt but 
that the latter had been asking after 
George Vanbrugh. 

George sent the waiter for more toast, 
and when the latter returned, he said — 

**Beg pardon, sir, but there's some- 
body " 

"Waiting for me, eh? Ah, well, I 
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shall be ready in ten minutes. Bring 
me the bill, will you ? " 

'' Yes, sir." 

" And, waiter, just ask him if he will 
have a cup of coffee before starting." 

*^ Yes, sir." 

George was already half an hour after 
the time agreed upon. He did not par- 
ticularly care about getting to his desti- 
nation before dusk, and would have been 
glad of a still longer delay. But Job had 
no intention of granting it, and sent a 
surly message by the waiter that he had 
taken breakfast an hour ago, and wanted 
to be off at once. 

There was consequently no respite. 
Vanbrugh paid his bill, assumed his 
travelling bag, and joined Job, whom he 
found restlessly prodding holes in the 
bank a few yards down the road. 

** Good morning," said George. 
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" Good morning. You have been 
keeping me long enough." 

**You said haK-past seven, I think. 
Did you not ? " said George, referring to 
his watch. 

** I did ; and it is past eight now." 

Vanbrugh expressed regret, but it was 
some time before Job forgave him. The 
fresh morning air, the green hedgerows, 
and the white, hard road along which 
they tramped did more to restore Job's 
equanimity than George Vanbrugh' s con- 
trition. An attempt on the part of 
George to bring about friendly relations 
again, proved, indeed, altogether abortive, 
fbr he only invoked his companion's ire 
the more by calling a violet flowering 
bine in the hedge the deadly nightshade, 
and asking to what use the poisonous 
thing was put in medicine. 

** That's the Dulcamara. Everybody 
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calls it a poison, but it isn't. Why, you 
might make the berries into jam and eat 
it, if you liked, without harm." 

Vanbrugh grew interested, but Job did 
not mean to let him off. 

** It's a common error to confound that 
with the Belladonna, which is no creeper 
at all, and has berries the shape and size 
of a cherry. The reason is because 
people will call the Dulcamara the woody 
nightshade instead of Bitter-sweet, which 
is a much better name." 

George simply replied with an ex- 
pressive nod. He had no wish to deUver 
himself further into the hands of the 
enemy by any more incautious observa- 
tions, nor did he desire a lecture on 
botany. His school-boy reminiscences of 
** Edward and his Mother" were too 
strong within him for that. 

**We shall get to Dalebrook village 
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some time in the afternoon, I suppose, 
if we walk on at this rate ? ' ' 

"Yes," said Job, recovering his good 
humour a bit. ' " You said you were not 
clever at anything yesterday, but you are 
evidently a good walker." 

" Am I ? Unfortunately it is hardly 
an occupation by which one can earn a 
living." 

"Do you mean to tell me," said Job, 
who had evidently been thinking over 
their recent conversation, "that any 
gentleman who has had a good education 
cannot earn a livelihood ? " 

" I can only say that I have not been 
able to do so, Mr. HoUings ; but then it 
may be my fault. As it is with botany, 
it may be with the rest, you know. Per- 
haps I am more stupid than other people. 
I have never tried to earn anything as a 
pedestrian, but I have essayed most other 
things." 



60 GBOBGB VANBRUGH'S MISTAKE- 

*^ And now, I suppose, you don't kaow 
what to try next ? " said Job. 

George got out his tobacco-pouch and 
began to fill his pipe with some energy. 
He was going to try something else — 
marriage — but he did not care to make 
Mr. Hollings a confidant of his plans. 
He handed the pouch to his companion, 
saying, *^ Well, perhaps you can give me 
ahint?'' 

They halted for a moment to light 
their pipes, and George hoped this opera- 
tion might divert the conversation. But 
Job was not to be denied ; it was a talk 
that interested him. 

** Then your going to Lanthradyne has 
nothing to do with any plan ? " 

** Confound the man," thought George, 
** for his impudence/' Without taking 
his pipe &om his mouth he answered 
with a brief '' No." 
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" I don't want to give offence, sir, but 
you asked me my business yesterday, and 
so I thought I might do the same by 
you. I told you where I was gomg and 
what was my errand. I want to say 
something else now, but hardly know 
how to." 

" Well, what is it ? " said George, 
rather pettishly. It seemed as if both 
men were thinking of the same subject, 
and that they were equally afraid of 
alluding to it. 

"I told you yesterday," said poor Job, 
trying to keep up with George's hurried 
pace, "that I was carrying a parcel for 
Miss Medlicott, of Lanthradyne. I have 
known Miss Medlicott for a long time, 
now, and am as much interested in her 
weKare as any one alive can be. I ought 
not to say this, I know ; and I hope she 
will never learn as I have mentioned her 
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name. But somehow, sir, it has got into 
my head that you are going down to 
Dalehrook to marry her." 

^^WeU." 

Job was so much out of breath he 
could scarcely proceed. 

** If it is so, sir, I hope you may make 
her a good husband. She has been the 
bright star of my existence so long, that 
I cannot believe any man to be worthy 
of her. Do not think that I rate you 
low, sir, because you pretend to know 
nothing. I am sure you are not less 
clever, but only more modest, than other 
people. But I trust you will value Miss 
Medlicott at her true worth.'' 

If George had ever meant to be angry 
with the short, shabby little figure attired 
in rusty black which was shambling at 
his side, the idea disappeared when he 
saw Job's pale face looking straight into 
the distance. 
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There was a rising in George's throat 
that prevented him from speaking, but he 
placed his hand on Job's shoulder, and 
this answered the purpose as well. 

** There, you can just catch sight of 
the village from here," said Job, puUing 
up at the top of the hill. "And if the 
sun did not shine into one's eyes so, you 
could see the house too, by that cluster 
of brown wood." 

Job shaded his eyes with one hand 
while he pointed with the other, but it 
was too hazy to see Lanthradyne Manor. 
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CHAPTER rv. 

THE LADIES OF LANTHBADTNE. 

Lest the reader should endow Lanthra- 
dyne Manor with undue importance, it 
may at once be stated that Miss Lucy 
Medlicott's home was far from being 
grand or imposing. The house was a 
long one-storied edifice, of white exterior, 
and, although comfortable enough inside, 
as in the case of most old-fashioned 
dwellings, the ceilings were low and the 
waUs irregular. Nor were the grouiids 
of any extent. A trim lawn in front, and 
a garden and shrubbery behind, together 
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with two fields — ^not ten acres in all — 
comprised the property, which belonged 
equally to Mrs. MaUelieu and Lucy, and 
into which they had moved from York- 
shire mainly because Mr. MaUelieu wished 
to be nearer town. 

There was a coach-house and a double- 
stalled stable, but Lucy's pony and chaise 
were the sole occupants. There were 
other things at Lanthradyne besides the 
pony which belonged to Lucy, for that 
young lady had come of age a twelve- 
month since, and into her little property 
as well. Kate's share was wanted in the 
maintenance of the household, so there 
were many purposes on which Lucy could 
spend her money with advantage. 

Indeed, busy woman as she was, Mrs. 
MaUeheu had quite enough upon her 
hands. There was a dairy to look after 
and a poultry-yard, besides two robust 
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young rascals who were for ever being 
spoilt by auntie Lucy. These cares, 
however, made little impression upon the 
lady of the house. Though three years 
older than her sister, Kate was stiU as 
bright and handsome ; and sitting alone, 
her tall, supple figure might well be 
mistaken for that of Lucy — an error all 
the more possible since the sisters usually 
dressed alike. 

Between shrubbery and paddock was a 
garden-house, and here it was that George 
came upon his cousins. Job had pointed 
out a pathway along the margin of Mrs. 
Parkle's lavender plantation which led 
directly into the grounds. George shook 
hands warmly with his travelling com- 
panion and followed the route indicated. 
But he was as much startled to find the 
ladies so suddenly as they were at seeing 
him. 
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"Why, I declare, it's George!" cried 
Kate MallelieTi, throwing down her work 
and seizing George by the elbow. She 
would have kissed him, probably, if she 
had obeyed the impulse of the moment. 

Lucy was not behindhand in her wel- 
come. 

''Why, where did you come from?" 
she said. 

Each sister shook a hand vigorously 
in unfeigned deUght, and thus any ner- 
vousness George might have felt soon 
vanished. They led him into the garden- 
house, and sat him down between them. 
Kate took off his hat and brushed his 
hair up over his forehead, while Lucy, 
still retaining a hand, looked on and 
' laughed. 

'* And so you thought you would come 
down and have a look at us once 
more?" said Kate. '*Upon my word, 
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yon have been thinking long enongh 
about it." 

**But yon never come up to town 
now," pleaded George. 

'* Yes, we do," said Lucy, " with Ferdi- 
nand." 

" Now don't begin to tease, Lucy, or 
we shall lose him again." 

^* At any rate, I have not seen yon for 
a twelvemonth," said George. 

" Poor dear man 1 " said Lucy. ^^ And 
whose fault is that, pray ? " 

"Lucy, be quiet, dol George, never 
mind her. Pray how did you come ? " 

" I walked." 

" What, aU the way from London ? " 

" Yes, all the way." 

Lucy laughed, but her sister grew all 
the more serious. 

" But Where's your luggage ? You are 
surely going to stop with us ? " 



mmmmr^m^f^mmm^^^t^^^^^^^^m^^^^^^^^^m^^n^^m^m^^mg^igsssssgi 



s 



THE LADIES OF LANTHRADTNE. 69 

'' Yes. I was going to telegraph for it 
if I could stop," said George, with some 
hesitation in his voice. 

** If you could stop ! " emphasized Kate. 
" You nasty, unkind thing ! " 

"Besides, you can't telegraph from 
here," said Lucy, stiU smiling. "The 
nearest station is four miles off, and 
Ferdinand has got the pony-chaise. 
Couldn't you walk there ? " 

"Yes, perhaps I had better," said 
George, growing nervous once more. 

" And then you would never come back 
again," said Kate. "No, thank you. 
Lucy, take that bag away from him. We 
catch a friend so seldom down here that 
we cannot afford to lose one." 

" And yet I walked down with a friend 
of Lucy's," said George, determined to 
punish that young lady if he could. 

" A friend of mine ? " 
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" Yes, from London." 

^* Yon mean poor Job. Oh, I'm so glad 
he has come/' said Lncy; and then, to 
change the subject, she asked — 

^^And how is that fanny Mend of 
yonrs, George ? " 

George repeated to himself half alond, 
"Funny friend?" 

" Mr. Shorter, you know." 

" Oh, Ned's all right, thank you. He 
sent you all sorts of kind messages." 

*^You might have walked him down, 
too, I think," said Lucy, to whom the 
notion of George having come on foot 
appeared excessive^ humorous. 

"Thank you, I don't care to bring a 
rival with me when I come here." 

" Oh, indeed I " said Miss Lucy. 

" Never mind, George ; we are glad to 
have you in any case," cried Kate. "Just 
scribble down your telegram on a piece of 
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paper, and I will send Jordan off with it 
at once." 

George did as he was bid, and Mrs. 
MalleKeu went off bearing his bag and 
the telegram. 

''You men never think of giving one 
notice of your coming, and so you will 
have to wait tiU we get a room ready. 
Lucy will give you something to eat, for 
we shall not dine till half-past six." 

George protested he was not hungry, 
so Lucy showed him the grounds instead. 
They were both more at ease walking 
about, for the conversation on either side 
had been anything but fluent. As long 
as there were poultry and pigs to look at, 
and kitchen and flower gardens, all went 
well, especially as Lucy begged George to 
smoke his pipe if he liked, a permission at 
once made use of. 

George grew quite brisk and busy open- 
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ing gates and shutting doors, and once, 
when crossing a dirty yard, and Lucy's 
hands were engaged in holding up her 
skirts, he was fortunate enough to save 
that young lady from a bad tumble. 

^' I hope you did not hurt yourself? " 

" No, not much ; it's only a sudden 

twinge. My foot twisted, and — and " 

Lucy held to the wooden palisade for 
support. 

George looked down at a little white 
ankle that was withdrawn fi'om the ground 
in pain. " If you will hold my pipe for a 
moment, I can carry you in." 

^^ No, thank you ; it's not so bad as 
that," said Lucy, smiling in spite of her 
hurt. ^^I shall be able to put my foot 
down directly." 

" But why should you ? Which is the 
way in — through that kitchen place ? " 

Lucy laughed outright, though her ankle 
still smarted. 
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*' What are you thinking of, George ? 
What would the servants say, do you 
think, if they saw a strange man carrying 
me about in his arms ? " 

"So far as I am concerned they might 
say anything they chose." 

But Lucy only shook her head, and 
looked down at her bad foot. 

" Well, you will have my arm, at any 
rate?" 

Lucy consented to this, and limped 
slowly off. She would not go indoors 
just then. She would go back to the 
garden-house again, and sit there for a 
while. 

"I have a good mind to take you up 
and run, now we are in the shrubbery." 

'* No, for goodness' sake, don't, George." 

Lucy was so frightened lest he should 
carry out the threat, that for the moment 
she held him fast at arm's length. 
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"But why not, Lucy? I am strong 
enough. I shouldn't drop you." 

"I know you wouldn't. But please 
don't. I shall go into hysterics with pain 
and laughter if you say any more. It 
will be all right if you let me lean on your 
arm." 

George did not volunteer his carrying 
powers again, but led Lucy off as best he 
could in the manner directed. The poor 
girl was glad enough to sit down, and 
George insisted at once upon unlacing the 
dainty high-heeled shoe which had caused 
the mischief. 

At another moment, perhaps, George 
Vanbrugh would have been more agitated 
over his task, and had not Lucy been sick 
with pain she would hardly have per- 
mitted it. But by the time she could 
protest the thing was done. 

" How dare you, George I " 
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George Vanbrugh had the old-fashioned 
little shoe in his hand, and it was because 
he did not put it down, but felt and 
fondled it, that Lucy called out. 

"It is not the first time, Lucy; only 
in those days I remember there was but a 
tiny strap and a black button to fasten. 
I fastened that button many a time for 
you." 

Lucy smiled in spite of herself. 

'* This is quaiQt and pretty enough, but 
I liked the little shoe better, and the 
white socks that had to be pulled up after 
every run." 

" Did you, indeed I And what if I said 
I liked your round jacket and table-cloth 
collars?" 

** You don't remember them, Lucy ? " 

" I do perfectly. We were but talking 
of you the other day, and Kate was as- 
tonished how much I remembered." 
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"You girls never forget anything, I 
believe, except/' said George, with a 
gulp, "when a fellow's been unkind to 
you." 

" But you never were unkind to me." 

"But to Kate." 

"If you were, she has forgiven you long 
ago, I know. See how she welcomed you 
here this afternoon. Now put down that 
shoe of mine, or give it me." 

George had an idea for the moment 
that he could retain it as a keepsake, for 
he was some time in obeying Lucy's 
request. He relinquished it at last, and 
then pulled out a flamingo-coloured hand- 
kerchief of soft silk, which he proceeded 
to fold up carefully on one of the seats. 

" What is that red thing for ? " 

" To wrap your foot in while I get you 
a slipper." 

" What nonsense, George." And Lucy 
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involuntarily drew her foot further under 
her skirt. 

" But you will catch cold with nothing 
on." 

" Give me my shoe, then." 

"But your foot is too much swollen, 
really," said George, in all seriousness. 
" I won't hurt you, I assure you." 

So Lucy had perforce to let him wind 
his soft handkerchief about the wounded 
limb, George's hands trembling a good 
deal in the operation. 

" Thank you very much." 

''I think it is I who should thank 
you," said George, laughing now it was 
all over. " There ; now where shall I 
find Kate ? " 

*' Do put that down, George. You will 
only dirty your fingers." For George 
had taken up the high-heeled shoe again, 
and was caressing it. 
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George was fain to obey. 

** Give me another ten minutes' rest, 
and then I think I shall be able to walk." 

"You may rest as long as you like, 
but I shan't let you walk indoors with 
a sprained foot," said George, sitting 
down beside his cousin. 

*'Kate will be wondering where we 
are." 

" Shall I carry you in, then ? " 

'* No, certainly not I " 

Lucy was determined on this point, 
so George did not press it. Now that 
they were quietly talking together again 
his old nervousness came up once more. 
His hands had nothing to do, for Lucy 
had possessed herself of the shoe, and 
kept it by her. 

' ' When are you coming to town again ? ' ' 
asked George, presently. 

"I hardly know; Kate and Ferdinand 
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were in London a fortnight ago, but only 
for a couple of days. I do not care for 
town very mncli." 

'*You and Kate used to enjoy your- 
selves once on a time." 

" Yes, and we must have worried your 
life out, I am sure, for you took us 
everywhere. But I feel I have no desire 
to see Madame Tussaud's over and over 
again, and I would not say * Thank you ' 
if I could go to a theatre to-morrow." 

" Why, Lucy, that's just what I might 
have said, but not you. Don't you really 
care for town ? " 

*'I like the country better." 

" But what do you do all day long ? " 

**I could hardly enumerate my occu- 
pations ; but pray what do you do ? " 

"I?" 

"Ay!" cried Lucy, with just the 
least touch of asperity in her voice. 
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George was arraigned. In a moment 
he thonght of the many feeble efforts he 
had made, of the countless waverings of 
his life. He had felt for a long time past 
there was something between him and 
his cousins ; he now knew what it was. 
Had he taken the pains to think before 
he would, no doubt, have readily dis- 
covered it. What had he done for the 
past few years ? " 

" I am a barrister, as you know, Lucy, 
and I have been waiting for work," was 
his answer. 

**And you have been hving on your 
income the while ? " 

'^ Yes, Lucy." 

** And suppose you had no income, no 
money of your father's to fall back 
upon ? " 

**I should have starved," said poor 
George. 
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'^ No, you would not ; you would have 
worked, worked hard. You would have 
been a bee instead of one of the drones." 

'^ Shorter's a bee, then," remarked 
George, half aloud. 

^' Do you remember your promises, 
George ? Do you remember telling Kate 
all you meant to do when you were once 
a barrister? Do you remember how 
proud we were of our brother, and how 
he promised to give us each a silk gown 
when he wore one himseK? T recollect, 
George, as if it were yesterday, your 
telling us about Queen's Counsel and 
Serjeants-at-Law, and Judges and Lord 
Chancellors. Kate and I have not had 
our silk dresses yet." 

^^ But I will give them you, if you will 
only accept them," pleaded George. 

''We could only accept them under 
that one condition, George." 
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*'But, Lucy, every barrister cannot 
become a Queen's Counsel.'* 

" Every barrister can try." 

Poor George! he had better have 
deferred sending the telegram for his 
clothes. He had been quite right in his 
surmises ; he was not wanted at Lanthra- 
dyne, and he ought not to have stopped. 
A younger man, or one of a more hasty 
temperament, might have resented Lucy's 
interference. Not so George. She spoke 
but the truth, and spoke it for his sake. 
Man of the world as he was, he would 
have liked to have fallen at her feet 
and to have kissed the rod that smote 
him. 

** But I have done something, Lucy ; I 
have tried many things. I am very sorry 
you are disappointed." 

"We are disappointed very much. 
Kate says there is yet time, and is for 
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ever defending you. Of that you know 
best." 

George did know. There was no 
means that occurred to him at that 
moment whereby he could earn a crust 
of bread. 

'T will try, Lucy, if but for your 
sake." 

" It is for your own sake ; to Kate and 
me it is a matter of disappointment, but 
nothing more. You were once our knight, 
our hero in everything — at any rate, you 
were to Kate, if not to me. You were 
the standard by which we tested every- 
body. Was he as clever as George Van- 
brugh ; was he a barrister like George 
Vanbrugh; had he such a good position 
as George Vanbrugh ? " Lucy grew quite 
excited over her subject. 

'^I am very sorry, Lucy; I never 
thought of all this. If I had, do you 
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know, I think it would have spurred me 
on." 

" It would simply have made you vain 
to know what two foolish girls thought 
of you/' 

"Two girls in whose good opinion I 
would rather stand than in that of all the 
world.'' 

" Two girls whom you have forgotten, 
whom you have not seen for a twelve- 
month." 

" And you know why, Lucy. If I tell 
you I feel my failure as deeply as you do, 
the reason of my absence ^is not far to 
seek," said crestfallen George. 

*^ Then why don't you ask Kate for 
advice? She would give you better 
counsel than your fine bachelor friends 
in town. Kate is a staid matron now, 
remember, who could and would teU you 
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what to do." Lucy felt she had been 
quite severe enough on the fashionable 
beau, and was glad to beat a retreat. 

'* I will ask Kate for advice." 

"AndfoUowit?" 

** Yes," said George, smiling. 

" You would have done better to have 

gone to her before. I mean " Lucy 

blushed, as if she did not quite know 
what she did mean, and George himseH 
reddened and looked down. ^' I mean 
you should have remembered that those 
who wish you well are always the best 
counsellors." 

'* I will remember it in future, believe 
me," said George, earnestly. "I will 
reform at once." 

"Not before dinner, I hope," cried 
Kate, bustling up at the moment; "you 
are quite late enough as it is. Why, 
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what have yon two been abont all this 
while ? " 

And then, with two poles and a chair, 
the cousins carried Lucy between them, 
Guy Fawkes fashion, into the house. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

EVIL COMMUNICATIONS CORRUPT GOOD 

MANNERS. 

"Mr. Job Hollings would like to see 
you, miss," announced one of the ser- 
vants next morning. 

Lucy's ankle was still sufl&ciently tender 
to keep her on the sofa indoors. Job 
generally saw Miss Medlicott on the 
lawn or in the garden; but as she was 
so long putting in an appearance, he had 
ventured to call at the house. 

"I had quite forgotten Mr. Hollings; 
please ask him to come in at once, 
Jane." 
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Job made his appearance with a very 
doleful face, which Lucy did not under- 
stand until she found it was assumed out 
of sympathy for herself. 

'^Oh, it is not much, Mr. HoUings," 
said Lucy, smiling ; " I was afraid some- 
thing dreadful had befallen yourself." 

*^A stream of cold water is the best 
thing for a sprain, it puts the tendons 
right again ; although with a little ankle 
like yours, miss, no bigger than my 
wrist, I wonder it has any strength at 
all." 

*^ Oh, never mind my foot. Job ; I dare 
say it will be all right again in two or 
three days. I find you have brought me 
some more lavender water; and let me 
see, can you give me that information 
about the elder flowers I wrote for ? " 

*'Yes, miss, here is everything you 
want. I have nothing to do for a couple 
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of hours, and I should be glad to assist 
you." 

''Thank you, Job, but I shall be a 
prisoner, I fear, for the next day or two. 
How do you think the lavender is 
looking? It seemed to me one mass 
of bloom. I'm afraid our people steal 
a good deal in looking after it for 
you." 

This bit of news scarcely afifected Job ; 
on the contrary, he grinned. ''I'U tell 
Mrs. Parkle," he said. 

"But she will not be very pleased, 
Job." 

'*No, she won't; that's why I'll be 
particular about telling her. She thinks 
the stuff can get on by itself, and grumbles 
whenever I run down for a day or two." 

*' So you walked down with my cousin ; 
how did you get on ? " 

''Very well, thank you, miss. I eup- 
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pose he has been laughing to yon about 
me ? He is a very nice gentleman/' 

"He would hardly be a very nice 
gentleman, Job, if he laughed at you 
behind your back. No, he did not do 
that, I can assure you. But it's very 
strange to think of two such different 
beings as you and George Vanbrugh 
making companions of one another." 

"I think it odd, too, miss; but Mr. 
Vanbrugh was so affable, you don't know. 
He came upon me just as I was digging 
up those orchids for you. I don't laugh 
much," continued Job, " because I have 
very little to laugh at as a rule, but he 
made me smile very often, miss, along 
the road, asking questions, and pretend- 
ing not to know anything." 

"WiU you have a glass of wine, Mr. 
Hollings ? There is a decanter of sherry, 
if you will help yourself." 
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Job was about to refuse, but thought 
better of it. He looked queerly at the 
wine and then at his hostess. 

*' I should like a glass of wine, miss, if 
you would pour it out for me." 

** Very good, Job. Bring the decanter 
here, and I will. I can hardly get up." 

Job at once brought the decanter and 
a glass. Had he known better he would 
have taken the tray too. Lucy poured 
out the wine as well as she could, but 
Job did not hold the glass steadily, and 
a good deal was spilt in the operation. 
In the middle of the awkward business 
George appeared. 

** Good morning, Mr. HoUings." 

'^Good morning, sir." Job conveyed 
decanter and glass to the table again, and 
then, as there was a pause, he thought he 
had better drink his wine. 

"Your good health, miss; and yours. 
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too, sir ; and may you both live long and 
happily." 

^* Thank you, Mr. Hollings,'' said 
George. Lucy did not reply to the com- 
pliment. 

"There is only one thing more I 
wanted to mention. It is this.'' Job took 
a sovereign from his pocket as he spoke. 
"That little French gentleman gave it 
me, miss, yesterday afternoon. I would 
rather not have it." 

"But why not. Job? That receipt 
you brought for his lameness is doing his 
leg a great deal of good, I know ; and it 
is only fair you should benefit by your 
cure." 

"But I would rather not take the 
money. I did it for you rather than for 
him, miss ; and I like to feel I have done 
something without being paid. You do 
not know how much pleasure it gives 
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me to think over it." And Job's eyes 
glistened. 

"If it really is so, Job, you shall, have 
your way. Mr. Hollings means M. de . 
Belleville, who dined with us yesterday.'' 

" Why, you seem to be a universal 
benefactor about here, Mr. Hollings," 
said George, in a way that implied he 
was rather bored with that gentleman's 
presence, nevertheless. He had come in 
for a quiet chat, on Kate's suggestion, 
and did not care to find Job sipping 
a glass of wine and taking up time 
which was both precious to him and to 
Lucy. 

" Yes, Mr. Hollings is a favourite at 
Lanthradyne. You should hear the 
children talk of him." 

Job stood tasting his glass of sherry in 
the comer, but as the conversation grew 
too personal to be pleasant, he finished it 
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speedily at a gulp, and narrowly escaped 
choking himself. 

"Will yon take some more, Mr. Rol- 
lings ? " asked Lucy. 

"No, thank you, miss. I'm afraid 
some of this has gone the wrong way 
already. No, thank you," coughed Job. 
Then, after he had recovered breath, he 
asked once more if there were further 
commands for him. 

"No, Mr. HoUings, thank you. I'll 
write, if I should want anything, to Hart 
Street." 

Job made a profound bow and took his 
leave, placing the sovereign he had 
spoken of on the table before him. But 
George was not to benefit by Job's de- 
parture, for Lucy at once said that she 
must get to work to make some designs 
for the cover of the new magazine. There 
were many things George would have 
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liked to speak of besides himself — 
about the French neighbour, for in- 
stance, and of Job Hollings — but Lucy 
was not in the humour then, and made 
no secret of wishing to get rid of her 
companion . 

** You, too, must have a lot of things 
to do, George; you have not been into 
the village yet and seen the shops. Get 
Ferdinand to go with you." 

« He is busy in the study, writing." 

"Well, perhaps you will see Kate 
somewhere about the " 

"Kate sent me in to you," said George, 
eagerly. 

" Did she, indeed ; to get you off her 
hands, I suppose ? " 

" Yes," smiled George. 

"Then I can't do with you," pro- 
nounced Lucy. " You are like the truant 
^ \ somebody to play with him. 
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Ton had better go and amnse the boys 
in the paddock." 

" I shall be very glad." 

"Ask them to show you Beauty and 
Blossom ; you haven't seen the cows 
yet?" 

"No, I haven't," said easy-going 
George. 

Lucy, perhaps, scarcely meant what 
she said. All she desired was to get rid 
of George. But George liked nothing 
better than a romp with children, and, 
seeing that Miss Lucy was determined 
not to listen to him just then, he was 
quite ready to fall in with her other 
proposal. 

'*You are not offended, are you, 
George ? You are so matter-of-fact, that 
I am never afraid of saying anything to 
you." 

George turned and laughed. 
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" I am slow at most things, Lucy, and 
I hope taking offence may be one of 
them. But he would be a strange being 
indeed who got out of temper with a 
pretty cousin like mine." And then 
George hummed something about — 

" Had you ever a cousin, Tom ? 
Did your cousin liappen to sing ? 
Sisters, we've all by the dozen, Tom, 
But a cousin's a different thing." 

** What nonsense is that, pray ? " 
" Something of Praed's. It has been 
put to music, and I will play it if you 
like." George wanted to open the piano 
forthwith, but Lucy comprehended the 
manoeuvre. If he once sat down, there 
would be no getting free again. 

So George was warned off, and away 
he went to find the younger members of 
the family. They were in the coach- 
house, playing about the shafts of the 
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pony-chaise. They, at any rate, appre- 
ciated his friendship, and, instead of 
looking at cows, all three amused them- 
selves with George's pipe. Wat, who 
had just attained the dignity of two 
years, contented himself with opening 
and snapping the pipe case, while his 
three-year-old brother was permitted the 
tobacco-pouch to fill the pipe bowl. 

The pipe was duly lighted, and all three 
sat down to watch the blue smoke curl 
up into the air. 

"It does make you hot, doesn't it?" 
said the elder one, after watching the 
puflfs from George's mouth for some time. 

" Oh no," said George. 

*^ Then why doesn't it ? Smoke is fire, 
isn't it?" questioned the young philo- 
sopher. 

George foxmd it difficult to answer the 
question, and while he was still thinking 
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and smoking he was attacked from the 
other quarter. 

" Who does you love best ? " said Wat. 

"I love Auntie Loo," said the philo- 
sopher, for George was such a long time 
answering. 

'^Andldoes," said Wat. 

^* And I does," repeated George, gravely, 
taking the pipe from his mouth. 

" 'Cos she gives me sugar," said Wat. 
"^^Not with tea and breakfast, but always." 

As George did not give his reasons for 
liking Auntie Loo, they went on with the 
next subject, and this proved to be play- 
ing at being pony. George was pro- 
nounced a capital substitute for Diamond, 
but bargained he should have in his 
mouth no other bit than his pipe. The 
pony had first of aU to put his masters 
into the chaise before taking his place in 
the shafts. 
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This was rather warm wbrk, advancmg 
and retiring in the coach-house while 
Wat and the philosopher — ^who hit very 
hard, notwithstanding his solemn face — 
plied the whip alternately, and shouted 
at the steed. How long the pony would 
have been driven in this merciless fashion 
goodness knows, if both boys had not 
suddenly called to be taken out. 

" Make haste, xmcle ! " 

" Twit, twit ! " called No. 2 ; and no 
sooner were they on their feet than they 
scuttled behind the chaise to the back 
of the coach-house. 

George, rubbing his back and very red 
with his exertions, did not comprehend 
what all this meant, till confronted by 
Kate. 

"Why, what is all this noise ? " asked 
Mrs. MaUeUeu, her sleeves turned back 
and her hands floury from cake-making. 
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George looked guilty enough, standing 
there like the big awkward fellow that 
he was. If it had not been too late, he 
too would have followed his companions 
and crept under the chaise. He took off 
his hat and rubbed his forehead; then 
turned and bent down to see two pairs 
of pink legs standing close against the 
wall. 

**It's your fault, George. The children 
do not make such a noise when you are 
not here. Perdy, Wat, where are you ? " 

But the two young gentlemen, having 
offered up a victim in the person of 
George, did not care about expiating their 
sins any farther, and decKned to come 
forth. 

"For goodness' sake, George, don't 
make such a din; you can hear it all 
over the house. Why didn't you go and 
talk with Lucy, as I bade you ? " 



102 GEORGE VANBBUGH'S MISTAKE. 

"It was Lucy who sent me out here 
to play with the boys," pleaded George. 

"But you need not have come. You 
men are so stupid. I suppose if a woman 
were to tell you she was dying of love for 
you, you would believe it ? " 

George considered for a moment ; then 
he said with a grin, " Lucy wouldn't 
believe me, I suppose, if I told her I was 
dying for love of her ? " 

" No, I don't think she would, George. 
I'm afraid she would want some practical 
proof. I should recommend a more 
energetic course if you want to press 
your suit with her." 

" If I only knew," commenced George, 
confidentially, " whether Lucy really did 
like me, Eate, I would not hesitate a 
moment." 

" Then why not ask her ? You are old 
enough and big enough, I'm sure I " 
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George reddened at the sally, which 
he oertainly deserved. He had come to 
Lanthradyne for one sole object, as his 
cousin Kate knew well enough, and that 
object was as far off falfihnent as ever. 

"It is not the biggest men who are 
the most plucky, Kate. Ned Shorter is 
always chaffing me about that. I know 
it's very cowardly of me to ask, but — ^but 
could you " 

" No, thank you, George. I know 
what you are going to say. No, I have 
done all I can for you. I gave you an 
opportunity yesterday and another one 
to-day. A pretty thing, indeed, for you 
to ask me to be your go-between ! Pie, 
George I you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself." 

" Well, I am ; but I don't see how that 
will help matters?" said George, biting 
his pipe stem. 
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"Nonsense! I have no patience with 
you. But I shall be risking my cakes on 
your account if I stop any longer. Now, 
pray be more quiet if you must romp 
together. You can enjoy yourselves just 
as well without making all that noise, 
surely ! " 

Mrs. MaUelieu hastened back to look 
after her pastry, and Vanbrugh sat down 
on one of the shafts. 

"What did she say?" said the philo- 
sopher, who, with bated breath, was the 
first to venture forth. 

" Mamma said we weren't to make so 
much noise," explained George. 

" Did she scold you much ? " he asked. 

" No, only a little ; but perhaps we had 
better not play at pony any more." 

" No, we won't," said the philosopher. 

Master Wat made a suggestion. To 
George it was hardly intelligible at first. 
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but by dint of the elder brother's explan- 
ation the matter was set out in the end. 
It was to the effect that Wat had heard 
George play the piano on the previous 
night, and the former would like now to 
go indoors and hear a repetition of the 
performance. 

Accordingly they went off into the 
house, the philosopher leading the way, 
and the other two following hand in 
hand. George whispered not to go into 
Auntie Loo's apartment, so they went 
upstairs into the drawing-room, where he 
had played last night. It was a long 
journey, for Wat's chubby legs had both 
to be landed on one stair before they 
scaled another. But the exertion was 
fully compensated for. Wat rubbed his 
hands and hopped about in anticipation 
while George opened the piano, and when 
he began a lively galop even the philo- 
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sopher's features xinbent as he jigged 
about. 

But George laughed louder than either 
of them as he saw the intoxicating effect 
of the music upon the legs and arms 
before him. He picked out all the merry 
notes, and made them chase one another 
over the piano, one tripping up the other 
in its rapid flight, and making a belter- 
skelter, out-of-breath-like game of it all, 
that no one could refrain from joining. 
George had the power of a magician over 
the children, which he exercised through 
the medium of the keys, and so surely as 
the latter grew too hilarious and excited 
to keep up any longer, the giddy down- 
fall of Wat and his brother was certain to 
follow. 

The boys only laughed the more as 
they picked themselves up and joined the 
giddy music again. George made the 
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notes go off in pairs and trip down the 
piano together; then they jingled into 
runs, and ran faster and faster^ until it 
became a headlong race between them, 
the quick treble notes playing up their 
pranks and skylarking among the bass 
ones. The tones never tired, but only 
rattled the louder and more merrily as 
they went on. Sometimes they leapt in 
quaint, jerky steps down the keys, and 
when at the bottom hopped and jumped 
up again as nimbly and rapidly as if it 
were their ^first run. Or again, the lively 
spirited boys were so boisterous tha,t 
the galop could not go fast enough for 
them, George's hands getting bewitched 
in their efforts to keep pace with it 
aU. 

George had just taken his foot off the 
loud pedal at the end of one of these 
breakneck flights when he became con- 
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scions of Kate standing at the open door, 
calling to him. She meant to be very 
serious, but George's performance upset 
her matronly dignity. Had he been wise 
he would have gone on with his playing, 
and then, perhaps, he would have seen 
his cousin drawn into the vortex, as her 
boys had been before her. 

" Why, how can you, George, be so 
Btupid ? Look at those boys, do." Kate 
tried hard to keep from smiling. " And 
you are smoking your pipe in the draw- 
ing-room, too ; what can you be thinking 
of?" 

*^ It has gone out, Kate, through laugh- 
ing. But I'm very sorry. I was led 
astray. It was your boys' fault this time ; 
they brought me here and said I might 
play." George looked at the two little 
pinafored forms now standing in a line 
beside him, their hands behind their 
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backs, and their faces intent upon his 
explanation. 

Kate was vanquished. She could not 
speak and keep her countenance at the 
same time, so she made good her retreat 
before the enemy, who, with a loud shout 
of victory, were soon engaged once more 
in lawless revelry. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



I 
! 

i 

THE NEW MAGAZINE. 



Gbobge Vanbbugh's visit to Lanthradyne 
turned out exceedingly well timed. He 
came most opportunely to give an opinion 
of a new literary scheme upon which 
Ferdinand Mallelieu and M. de Belleville 
were at that moment engaged. 

This was no other than the starting 
of a new magazine — ^the very magazine 
upon the designing of whose cover Lucy 
was already at work. It was to differ in 
one respect from other periodicals of ihe 
sort published in London. Listead of 
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being a town magazine, it was to be a 
country one. All those hitherto projected 
savoured of the streets and squares, and 
derived their names from some locality in 
town. M. de Belleville's idea — ^for it was 
his suggestion, and he found the money 
— was to start a magazine which should 
be redolent of rustic fragrance, and pro- 
mise stories of country life with plenty of 
fresh air and sunshine about them. Half 
a dozen titles had already been suggested : 
" Green Leaves," " Wayside Plowers," 
^^ The Lilac Spray," and similar names 
were noted and submitted to George 
Vanbrugh's opinion. 

George had a fit of nervousness for an 
hour when the plan was unfolded to him 
in confidence, and his advice anxiously 
awaited by the two schemers. He had 
so little experience of literary matters, 
that he asked over and over again to be 



112 GEOBGB VANBBUGH'S MISTAKE. 

excused from giving a verdict. But 
"the little Frenchman," as Job termed 
him, pressed the more by reason of this 
diffidence on George's part. M. de 
Belleville had been redacteur-en-chef of 
L'Empire^ one of the Bonapartist papers, 
and had been an exile since the day 
emperor and newspaper simultaneously 
ceased to exist. No wonder George felt 
the responsibility of giving his opinion 
in the presence of such an experienced 
jonmaKst. 

"At any rate you can tell us,'' said 
Ferdinand Mallelieu, rather pettishly, 
"which name you would prefer if you 
were choosing a magazine yourself at the 
bookstall." 

" Yes, that is what we want to know," • 
cried M. de Belleville, who spoke English 
with fluency. 

George considered further, and then 
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asked to have the titles read over once 
more. How devoutly he wished Kate or 
Lucy were present. 

"Well, now!" said Ferdinand, im- 
patiently. 

" ^ Green Leaves/ " ventured George ; 
"or one of the others, perhaps, might 
sound better to some people." 

" They are all good, I think," said the 
bright little Frenchman, rubbing his 
hands. 

"So do I," said George, anxious to 
agree. 

Mr. Mallelieu was still disposed to be 
petulant with George for his indecision. 

" I should have thought you would 
know more about things of this sort, 
Vanbrugh ; barristers are usually well up 
in literary matters." 

" The truth is, I have never done much 
writing, you know. Now, Shorter could 
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help you at once ; and he would, too, if 
I asked him." 

But neither Ferdinand nor M. de 
Belleville desired the importation of 
further councillors, so the matter dropped. 

" Now about a novel. Have you settled 
whether you will have a serial ? " asked 
Ferdinand. 

*^ Yes, if we can get one. But writers 
want so much money. I suppose Mr. 
Vanbrugh here could not supply us with 
a novel ? " said the polite Frenchman. 

^* Eh, Vanbrugh ; do you know any one 
who would write for us ? " 

A thought occurred to George which 
made him blush to the roots of his hair. 

^^I wrote a novel once myself," he 
began, timidly. 

"You, my dear sir! Why, that is 
charming ! " cried M. de Belleville. 

" Ah, but you don't know whether it 
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would suit you," said George, diffidently, 
as lie thought of the many times his 
thumbed and battered manuscript had 
gone to the publishers and come back 
again. 

" Oh, I am not much afraid," cried the 
Frenchman, delighted. His partner was 
not so well pleased. Ferdinand Mallelieu 
was thinking, no doubt, that he could 
write quite as good a story as George 
Vanbrugh. 

^ ' And where is it — ^where is your story ? ' ' 
asked M. de Belleville. 

George wa^ so long thinking, that the 
question had to be repeated. 

Where was the manuscript ? Where ? 
George could not, for the life of him, 
remember at the moment. It had been 
hawked about so many times, and besides 
it was a good two years since he came 
across it last. He remembered seeing 
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it, he thought, in a sort of locker, 
under the window-sill, where he kept 
twine and shoe-laces and stray papers. 
It should be there still, unless his 
wretched housekeeper had made away 
with it. If he found she had he would 
discharge her the moment he got back. 

"The manuscript is at home," said 
George, pulling at his beard, and hardly 
knowing whether to take the affair 
seriously. " It is at home ; but the fact 
is, I " 

" You have already disposed of it, you 
mean ? " 

" No, I have not ; but somebody else 
may have done so," cried the author^ 
going as near a laugh as he dared. 

M. de Belleville smiled and winked. 

" I see, I see ; you want to know what 
we are going to pay for the story before 
giving an answer. Quite right — quite 
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right. Well, we mil make you an ojBfer, 
only you must promise to let us have a 
sight of the story." 

" Most willingly, when I can find it," 
conceded George. 

^^^ So far, so good," said the proprietor 
of the new magazine. " Now we will go 
on with the matter of the title and cover. 
Will you kindly pass those designs, Mr. 
Malleheu?" 

Ferdinand did as he was bid, and 
Oeorge looked over them carefcilly, one 
by one. They were Lucy's work, all of 
them, and that was sufficient to call forth 
George's warmest praises. 

" Those titles have all been registered 
at Stationers' Hall," explaiued Ferdi- 
nand Mallelieu, with importance. " That 
secures them as our property." 

" Does it ? " said George, interested. 

^^Does it? — ^why, of course it does. 
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Vanbragh ! Yon ought to know that as 
a lawyer." 

" Yes, yes, natnrally." 

'^ So that we can now take onr time to 
select which we please." 

M. de Belleyille followed Ferdinand in 
the argument, and at the last said, ^^ Per- 
fectly," to show how much the matter 
was to his satisfaction. 

George had become so far at his ease 
that he now volunteered a remark. " I 
say, you are quite right, you know, to get 
hold of a good title and design for the 
cover, for I have stood over a bookstall 
many a time, like a boy in front of a 
loUipop-shop, money in hand, ready to 
buy the most attractive thing I could 
see." 

"Then you give us credit for some 
knowledge of human nature, eh, Mr. 
Vanbrugh?" 
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^' For a great deal. I doubt if I should 
have thought of such things myself." 

" Well, we had better get on, I think," 
said Mr. Mallelieu. " Here are two more 
printers* estimates I received this morn- 
ing, and which I propose to put with the 
others for comparison." 

"Perfectly!" cried M. de Belleville; 
" and I hope, if Mr. Vanbrugh stays here 
a few days longer, he will do me the 
pleasure of offering a word of advice on 
that subject." 

" Keally, I assure you, I know nothing 
of these matters," said George, his fingers 
once more nervously wandering to his 
chin. 

" At any rate, Vanbrugh, you know as 
much as we do ; we only ask your advice, 
nothing more." 

*^ And in respect to an engraver, now, 
for engraving the design on the cover. 
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Mr. Mallelien, have you written yet ? A 
foreigner would be more used to the fine 
work we require ; he ought to be engaged 
at once." 

Ferdinand had written to several, but 
they declined to travel down to Dalebrook 
to take instructions. Did M. de Belle- 
ville think this was necessary ? 

^^ I ought to see the man, I think ; and 
I can hardly travel to London until my 
lameness is better. We must try again. 
Perhaps Mr. Vanbrugh can help us 
here." 

** Not II " said George, laughing. 

Ferdinand did not at all like George's 
levity and cavalier mode of dealing with 
business matters. 

" You might be serious for a moment, 
at any rate." 

" I am very sorry ; I beg your pardon, 
I am sure. Only it is such a change for 
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me to be called upon for a business 
opinion in matters of which I am so 
grossly ignorant." 

" Mr. Vanbrugh underrates himself 
altogether," put in the Frenchman. *^It 
is because you know nothing of printing 
and publishing, my dear sir, that your 
opinion as one of the public is worth so 
much to us. "When we come to read 
your novel, I dare say we shall find you 
can do something." 

"I hope you may," said George, who 
was serious enough all of a sudden; 
** though if you wish for the success of 
your magazine I would, as a last bit of 
advice, warn you not to take the story." 

" Thank you ; but Mr. MaUeKeu and I 
shall do as we think proper." Whereupon 
M. de BelleviUe warmly shook George by 
the hand, and brought the coimcil to an 
end. Ferdinand gathered up his papers, 
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each one neatly docketed and tied with 
red tape, and refased George Vanbrugh's 
offer of assistance in putting them away. 
George had been particularly vexatious in 
his remarks, and instead of taking it as an 
honour to have his counsel asked, had 
put as many difficulties as he could in 
the way* Fortunately, M. de Belleville 
was not to be shaken in his resolve, other* 
wise such talk as Yanbrugh's might have 
jeopardized the whole scheme. 

This, Ferdinand gave his friend George 
clearly to understand at dinner that even- 
ing, when only the family party was 
present* As the son of a late Under- 
Secretary in the Board of Control, Sir 
Ferdinand Mallelieu, and himself for some 
time a member of the Civil Service, 
George's host considered himself a very 
great man indeed, and hence the dis- 
favour with which he had regarded M* 
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de Belleville's frequent references to Ms 
friend Vanbrugh. 

"What, has George been taken into 
the secret as well ? " said Mrs. Mallelieu. 

" George was asked his advice on one 
or two points by M. de Belleville," put in 
Ferdinand, 

"Yes, that was all," was George's un- 
comfortable reply. 

"And which name did you like best, 
George ? " asked Lucy. 

Here was a dilemma. George had 
already put his foot in it with Ferdinand, 
and did not care to run any further risk. 
He thought all the titles were good. 

"This morning you preferred ^ Green 
Leaves,' " said Ferdinand. 

" Yes, I think I did." 

Lucy and Kate laughed. 

" Why, George, I'm afraid you would 
never make an editor," said Lucy. 
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" No, rm afraid not/' 

^* George is not to be editor," said Fer- 
dinand, with some sarcasm. '^He is to 
Tvrite the first serial for the magazine/' 

** George ! " cried Kate and Lucy at a 
breath. 

The barrister blushed again. '^What 
nonsense, Ferdinand! Don't believe him, 
Kate." 

"It's a fact, nevertheless. We are 
none of us clever enough to be novelists, 
it appears, except Yanbrugh. He has his 
story already "written." 

" But my story won't do. It is a very 
bad one. It has been rejected by every 
publisher in London, I give you my word," 
said the barrister, earnestly. 

"But you have written a story, George, 
at any rate, and you never told us," cried 
Kate. "I am so delighted ! You must 
let us all read it ; you really must." 
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*'Ah, that'o just it!" cried George^ 
reviving. " I don't know where it is ; 
it's lost, thrown away, or gone to light 
the fire." 

*^Why, what a fooHsh fellow," said 
Kate, " after being at all the trouble of 
writing so much to throw it away ! You 
don't mean what you say? " 

" Of course he doesn't, Kate," said Lucy. 

George never felt so hot and cold in 
his life. Here at last was something in 
which he had pleased the sisters. The 
novel might still be in the land of the 
living, he thought, with a throbbing 
heart. If not, that housekeeper of his 
should hear of it. And yet he knew well 
enough the writing was of no value. The 
best was to make a clean breast of it. 

" But you see, Kate, you are all making 
a fuss about nothing at all. You remem- 
ber Shorter's farce, which we all went to 



126 GEORGE VANBBUGH'S MISTAKE. 

866 at th6 Comus Th6atr6 in th6 Strand ? 
Poor Short6r thought aft6r that sncc6ss 
h6 was cut out for a dramatic author, and 
cons6qu6ntly W6nt to work at a thr66-act 
comedy. I thought I was cut out for 
something too, but as neither of us could 
tell what, Shorter suggested my writing a 
story, and so I did/' 

" Well ? " said Lucy, as George came 
to a pause and wiped his forehead. 

" That's the end. We both finished 
drama and novel at the same time, and so 
long as Shorter troubled the managers I 
pestered the publishers. It was a bit too 
bad." 

^* The novel ? " asked Kate, laughingly. 

^^No, I didn't mean that; I meant 
worrying the poor publishers. I was very 
glad when Shorter let me leave ofT, I can 
teU you." 

Eate and Lucy laughed heartily, but 
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Ferdinand, as one who, by reason of his 
connection with an embryo magazine, was 
a man of letters abeady, took a more 
serious view of the matter. 

"It strikes me, Vanbrugh, that the some- 
thing which has stood in the way of your 
being successful is a lack of ambition." 

"But I wanted to succeed, Ferdinand 
— I really did; for I rather believe in 
books and that sort of thing. In fact, I 
would like to be an author very much, 
if I could spare the money to pay for 
publishing." 

"Authors don't pay to have their books 
published, Vanbrugh. You reaUy seem to 
know nothing about Hterature." 

" All the authors I knew did." 

" What nonsense, Vanbrugh ! Do you 
suppose if I were to write a volume now, 
and take it to a pubhsher, that he would 
ask me to pay for the printing of it ? I'm 
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sure he wouldn't." And Ferdinand Mal- 
lelieu gave a sideward glance at a glass 
case which contained much of his writing. 

His host had waxed so warm that George 
hardly liked to venture further. But 
Lucy had no such scruples. 

" You had better try, Ferdinand. You 
might be more successful than George." 

" I shall follow my own inclination in 
the matter, thank you. I have quite 
enough literary work at present to do 
without writing speculative books. Why 
do you put this sweet pudding on my 
plate, Kate ? You know I never touch it. ' ' 

Lucy was particularly gracious that 
evening. She pressed George to play 
something for them on the piano, and sat 
and Ustened beside him the while, instead 
of occupying herself, as she had formerly 
done, painting in a remote part of the 
drawing-room. Kate was pleased to see 
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her sister pleased, and altogether it was 
the most agreeable evening George had 
spent at Lanthradyne, 

It was only that same morning he had 
thought of cutting short his stay, but 
George's spirit revived at one bound 
under these favourable circumstances. 
Lucy's foot, which had been so bad at 
times she could not bear company, also 
took a turn for the better, and George 
and his cousins were once more the best 
of friends. 

George's candle somehow went out 
that night as he was ascending the stairs, 
and he had to go back to the dining-room 
to beg another from Kate. 

"WeU," said Kate, ^'what is it?" 
She had lighted his candle again, but he 
still stood waiting. 

"Would you advise my speaking to 
Lucy to-morrow ? " 

VOL. I. K 
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" To-morrow ? Yes, if it is too late to- 
night. Good gracious, George! what a 
strange fellow you are. I'm sure Wat 
has more courage. Lucy will tell you 
plainly ' Yes ' or ' No/ and will not keep 
you long in suspense. You are neither 
of you children, and ought to know your 
own minds by this time. If you had 
taken my advice you would have spoken 
as soon as you came down.'^ 

^^I thought she seemed kinder this 
evening than usual," ventured the big, 
nervous man. 

Eate shook her head* ^^ I don't think 
she is to be influenced in the matter now. 
She has made up her mind ahready one 
way or another, and is not likely to 
change it.'' 

" If I only knew I " said George, as he 
went upstairs pulling his red beard. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

OEOBGE VANBBUGH PUTS A QUESTION AND 

GETS AN ANSWER. 

George Vanbbugh put down the candle- 
stick on his dressing-table, and looked at 
himseK in the toilet-glass. To say that 
he was heartily ashamed at his cowardice 
was but faintly to express his feelings. 
Shorter and he had spoken of this ap- 
proaching marriage in a business-like 
manner, as something that was to come 
off as a matter of course ; and when poor 
Job awkwardly referred to the same 
subject, George had been particularly 
offended at that worthy's interference 
between his bride elect and himself. 
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What 1^ would be the opinion of his 
friends if Lucy refused him ? Such a 
contingency never entered his mind pre- 
viously to his arrival at Lanthradyne, but 
it had occurred to him very frequently 
since. Still, under any circumstances, it 
was best to know one's fate at once^ 
though George could not but own he was 
afraid to bring the matter to the test* 
That Kate was also unusually anxious 
seemed pretty evident, but unfortunately 
for George there was nothing in Kate's 
manner to give him encouragement. 

He had never before been conscious of 
such misgivings towards himself. In 
town George Vanbrugh was the most 
confident and independent of his fellows^ 
and had some sort of reputation, in fact, 
as a wit and story-teller. By this time 
half of his London friends had been made 
acquainted with his approaching mar- 
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Tiage ; and yet, after all, he miglit be re- 
jected. What was a fellow to do under 
such circumstances ? 

It was more than George could tell, as 
he moodily sat down in an American 
chair and began to unfasten his sleeve- 
links. Should he make a bolt of it with- 
out asking Lucy at aU ? No, that would 
never do. Kate^ at any rate, would 
never forgive him ; and Ned Shorter, in 
aU probability, would only send him back 
again. 

" If I'm to do it at all it must be done 
at once, or I shall run away," said George, 
determinedly, starting to his feet again, 
and taking a turn up and down the room. 
^'What a pity a fellow can't take gas 
during the operation, as when you have a 
tooth out." 

He resolved to think no more about 
the matter. He went to bed, slept 
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soundly, was rather more serious at break- 
fast than usual, and punctually at eleven 
o'clock knocked at the library door, where 
he knew Lucy was still at work with her 
magazine covers. 

He gathered from Lucy's quick glance 
that she was perfectly aware of what he 
was going to say. She guessed what he 
wanted; at least George gave her credit 
for doing so* 

For all that, the young lady exhibited 
no intention of playing into her cousin's 
hands. 

" Now, you mustn't disturb me if you 
come in here, George. I have my hands 
faU of work." 

George's woebegone face was plainly 
asking for sympathy, but Lucy bent her 
eyes over her painting, and would not 
understand. His voice was too shaky to 
be trusted, so he had no alternative but 
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to go up to the table and put his hand 
upon hers. 

*' What is it ? Mind, or you will make 
me smudge all this paint. Why, George, 
whatever is the matter with you ? " 

" May I sit down on the sofa here and 
teUyou?" 

" Yes, if you like ; what is it ? " 

" Only you mustn't go on painting the 
while. Look here, Lucy, I love you, and 
want you to be my wife. There, I have 
said it now — ^will you ? " 

"You have said it now, George," 
laughed Lucy. " Why, you comical 
fellow ! do you know I think poor Job 
HoUings was going to say the very same 
thing the other day when you came in and 
interrupted. In fact, it was hardly fair." 

"Do you think he was?" smiled 
George, for the moment interested in his 
quaint travelling companion. 
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*' I certainly do. He walked straight 
np to me to ask me to pour him out a 
glass of wine^ and his hand trembled so, 
he spilt half of it on the floor." And 
Lucy continued to laugh at the recollec- 
tion of the incident. 

" But you haven't answered me, Lucy,'' 
said George, after a pause. 

"Do you want a more direct answer, 
then?" 

George. meant to say "Yes," but he 
could not get his lips to do it. 

" I did not think you would ever ask 
me, George. I meant you to understand 
that I could never look upon you other- 
wise than as a cousin. I thought my 
conversation the other day would have 
led you to think this. You surely could 
never have supposed I would accept your 
hand?" 

"I hoped in time you might think 
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better of me. When I tell you, Lucy, 
that there is no other woman in the wide 
world whom I love and esteem more than 
yourself, you will not refuse to listen to 
me, I am sure. You and Kate are my 
nearest and dearest relations." 

" So near and so dear, George, that 
you do not come to see us once in a 
twelvemonth." 

" I know I am very much to blame. 
I confessed as much the other day. But 
you will forgive me ? " 

" There is nothing to forgive. We are 
not close relations, and it is only natural, 
of course, with your engagements in 
London that you should see us but 
seldom." 

"Lucy, Lucy, you are always severe 
on me ; you know what my engagements 
are as well as I do. I confess to being a 
lazy fellow who has neglected his talents 
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and idled away his time — ^you know I do/' 
George was now standing np before Lnoy 
with his hands stretched out imploringly. 

"And under those circumstances you 
ask me to be your wife ? " 

"Yes/' said George, as well as he 
oould. What else could he say ? 

" And how are we to Uve ? " 

" On my property and — ^and on yours — 
till I can earn something more/' George 
said this last with a great effort, and 
added, " Please don't laugh, Lucy." 

Lucy had no inclination to laugh. At 
first she went on busily with her paint- 
brush without looking for a moment in 
the direction of George; but she soon 
put it down and took up a little handker* 
chief instead, which was rapidly raised to 
her eyes and then thrust into the pocket 
again. 

"You say I am cruel, George, and you 



A QUESTION Am) AN ANSWER. 139 

think me a hundred times worse, but I 
can't help it. You have been frank with 
me, and I wiU be frank in return. How 
can I possibly believe in your love ? Ask 
yourself how you have behaved to Kate 
and to me." 

"Like a selfish scoundrel," said the 
big man, in aJl humiKty. 

Lucy's handkerchief was in request for 
a moment, and then she resumed, still, 
however, without regarding George. 

"We are women now, and I feel we 
ought to act as women. You ask me to be 
your wife, and to bring with me my little 
fortune to add to yours. I do not com- 
plain of your plain speech, but, on the 
contrary, thank you for it. But don't 
you think that what little I have, should 
go to benefit those who have cherished 
and befriended me rather than to one who 
is a comparative stranger ? That is the 
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view I take, George, and for that reason 
I decline the honour you would have me 
accept/' 

George still stood where he was — ^his 
crestfallen features helped nothing, for 
Lucy was not looking at him; but she 
knew well what his motionless figure de- 
noted. 

^^ I am very, very sorry, George, believe 
me. I sincerely wish it were otherwise, 
for Kate's sake, if not for your own. Do 
not think I believe so badly of you 
because you have done nothing to ad- 
vance yourself in life. If at this moment 
you were a judge I should have said the 
same." 

^^Will you give me another chance if 
I " 

** No, George," interrupted Lucy, look- 
ing at him for the first time. 

^^At any rate I may hope that you 
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will," cried George, with a bit of colour 

r 

retnmiiig to his pale face. 

" No," said Lucy, rising. ^^ These must 
be our last words on the subject. It will 
only give me pain, and I know you will 
not respect my wish the less on that 
account. Please go now." 

Lucy held out her hand to bring tha 
meeting to a close, and George had no- 
choice but to obey. He kissed and 
fondled the soft fingers as long • as he 
dared, and then turned from the room 
without once looking back. 

Lucy sat down on the sofa with her 
hands before her eyes. She had gone 
through the ordeal in the manner deter-^ 
mined upon by herself. It was a hard 
task, but there was no alternative. Sho 
half hoped he would have taken offence 

at her hard words, but he had bowed and 

ft 

acknowledged the justice of his sentence 
without a murmur. 
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Perhaps this upset poor Lucy more 
than all the rest. Had he resented her 
action but for a moment, or made one 
effort to justify himself, Lucy would not 
have minded. She began to wonder how 
she could have been so heartless. 

The door opened and some one entered. 
It was Kate. There was no need to 
make known the result of the interview. 

■ 

The two sisters were locked in one close 
embrace. 

" Never mind, Trot ; I wish it had been 
otherwise ; but perhaps it is best so." 

^^ I could not help it, Eate ; he might 
have known it from the first.*' 

'' He did, I think, poor fellow I He 
was very diffident about his success.'' 

"Do you think so, Kate? I am so 
glad," said Lucy, now making use of her 
handkerchief in much more leisurely 
fashion. "He'll soon forget all about it." 
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"No, he won't, Trot, any more than 
you will. I am sure he loves you dearly." 

** He will forget one sister as easily as 
he forgot the other." 

"Lucy!" 

"It may be very wrong, Kate, but it 
is quite true. Do you suppose that these 
fine town gentlemen ever think seriously 
of a girl ten minutes together ? He is up 
in his room at this moment parting his 
hair or trying on a new scarf." 

" How can you talk so, Lucy ! He is 
with Wat and Ferdy, playing with the 
pony-chaise in the coach-house." 

" As he does all day." 

" George is a good fellow, and I don't 
care who says the contrary. He is the 
best and kindest friend we ever had, and 
if he is not clever, he doeg not pretend 
to be." 

"No, he is not clever, or they would 
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have published his novel." And then 
Lucy's spiteful fit broke down, and she 
sobbed hysterically on her sister's arm. 

" Hush, hush 1 I know you were only 
saying things to vex me. Trot. It doesn't 
matter. I am not angry. Come, come, 
never mind, dear. You must put away 
your work for this morning, and lie 
down." 

*^ He has treated us very badly, Kate," 
said Lucy, between her sobs, " and it is 
only right he should know it." 

" Poor George I " 

Lucy only answered with her tears. 

^' I think he likes you. Trot, and I am 
sure he would work hard at his profession 
now." 

^^It's no use, Kate. Please don't ask 
me any more." 

Kate saw there was nothing to be 
gained by urging George's suit just then. 
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She must know first of all what had 
passed, and this she could find out best 
from George. So Lucy was coiMortably 
tucked up in a shawl, and enjoined to lie 
down on the sofa for a nap. Kate would 
take care she was not disturbed. 

Ferdy and Wat were sent for into the 
house, and by this ruse Mrs. Mallelieu 
obtained George to herself. She met 
the disconsolate lover as he came out 
of the shed putting on his coat after the 
severe equestrian labour to which he had 
been subjected by his playmates. 

Kate was full of sympathy, for she was 
nearly as disappointed as George at the 
issue of affairs. 

" I am very sorry for you, George." 

"Oh, it's nothing; I don't mind at 
all," said George, rubbing his shoulder 
as he walked on beside Kate. " Only the 
philosopher will always hit twice in the 

VOL. I. L 
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same place, because Auntie Loo says it's 
the only way to make the pony get 
on." 

^^How can you be so ridiculous, 
George ? " 

" Well, we enjoy ourselves very much." 

"You are enough to provoke a saint. 
No wonder Lucy would have nothiug to 
say to you if you talk such rubbish. No, 
don't go into the garden-house ; let us go 
out through the fields." 

" Then I'D put out my pipe as we are 
crossing the lavender. That is thought- 
ful of me, now, isn't it ? " 

"What did^ Lucy say?" said Kate, 
with some abruptness. 

" She said I had no right to ask her 
after neglecting you all so long." 

"And she was quite right, George." 

" Yes, that is the worst of it ; I couldn't 
palliate the o£fence." 
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Kate got out of patience again. There 
was no arguing with George ; he always 
agreed with you. 

** But surely you said something ! You 
don't suppose that any girl with a spark 
of feeKng would throw herself away on a 
spiritless man who only says *No' and 
^Yes,' and never makes an effort to 
defend himself?" 

"I did all I could, Kate; but you see 
I really have acted like a brute." 

^^WeU, but that's aU past. What is 
the good of talking like that? I can 
quite understand Lucy's refusal. If a 
lover had behaved so to me when I was 
a girl I should have boxed his eaxs." 

**No, you wouldn't," said George, 
smiling. 

" Well, he would have deserved it, at 
any rate. Now, what else did you say? 
It strikes me Lucy did aU the talking." 
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It struck George too. What had he 
said beyond confessing his sins? he 
scarcely remembered. 

^^WeU?" 

*^Well, Kate, I said that my income 
was not a large one ; but — ^but " 

*^ But that you hoped to get on in your 
profession, and that one day you might 
be a Queen's Counsel or a Bemembrancer, 
or whatever they call big lawyers." 

^*No, I didn't say that — ^it never oc- 
curred to me ; but even if it had, I don't 
think I should have ventured — Lucy 
would never have believed me." 

"No, she would not," remarked Kate, 
a little sharply. 

" I'm afraid I was very stupid. I said 
that with her income added to mine we 
might live happily enough." 

" You said that ? " cried Kate, coming 
to a full stop. 
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^^And do you suppose any woman 
would feel honoured by being told that 
she was to supply the means of her 
subsistence ? Is that the way to propose 
to a lady?" 

" Oh, please don't be hard on a fellow. 
It was the honest truth, and I thought it 
best to say so. It is because I love Lucy 
so much that I put eyeiything plainly 
before her." 

Kate was only half mollified. 

"And what do you propose to do 
now?" 

"I am going to make Ned give me 
fiiome work. He can, as he employs two 
or three clerks, and I can copy and 
engross pretty well. It might lead to 
something in the end, for what I am 
doing now never will," 
. ^' But you are writing for M. de Belle- 
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ville's magazine; you must not forget 
that." 

" No ; I'll rewrite my story. I promised 
Lucy to do so." 

**Has she definitely refused you, 
George?" 

" Definitely." George put his pipe in 
his mouth to see if it were still alight, and 
finding it was not, beat out the ashes. 

" Did she say why ? " asked Kate, after 
a pause. 

George nodded his head despondingly. 

" But you will ask her again ? " 

*^ She has made me promise not to 
do so." 

Kate could get no more from her 
cousin. While she stood plucking a head 
of lavender to pieces, George, notwith- 
standing his boast about thoughtfalness, lit 
himself another pipe, and, leaning against 
the low stone wall, smoked on in silence. 
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Each of them occupied with their own 
thoughts, there was still a common sub- 
ject in their minds, so that when one or 
other spoke neither had a difficulty in 
affording a ready answer. Neither may 
have regarded Lucy's decision as abso- 
lutely final, but there was enough in 
Lucy's behaviour to set them thinking 
whether there might not be some other 
object influencing her. 

How long they would have remained 
there among the lavender, if it had not 
been for M. de Belleville, who was seen 
coming across the field supported on 
crutches, is uncertain. At another time 
Kate would have run forward to welcome 
their neighbour, but she was not in the 
humour to meet company just then. M. 

de Belleville passed into the Lanthradjme 

» 

grounds unheeded. 

But great was Kate's surprise when 
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they walked back to the house to find 
their French visitor had not put in an 
appearance. So George went off to look 
for him. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



A BROWN GLOVE. 



It was to the garden-house that George 
directed his steps. He carried his pipe 
in his hand, for he had lost the case ; and 
as the coach-house door was open, he 
went in, with a view to search for the 
missing object. The boys had been play- 
ing with it, he thought, or perhaps it had 
fallen from his pocket when he took off 
his coat. 

He might have remained a long time 
groping about the corners of the shed had 
not a form rapidly passed the door, going 
towards the house, a figure which could 
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bo no other than Lucy's. This called 
him to himself once more, and he gave 
up the search and proceeded towards the 
summer-house. 

At first he thought no one was there, 
all was so quiet; but as he came closer 
there was M. de Belleville in a corner^ 
with the little table covered with papers 
in front of him. 

The Frenchman was a pleasant, good- 
looking fellow, between thirty-five and 
forty, and it was only when standing that 
his short stature gave him something of 
an insignificant look. Seated, he was 
really a handsome man, while his manners 
and breeding were quite of the vieille 
noblesse school. 

*^Mr. Vanbrugh, welcome,** he said, 
looking up. *^ I am so accustomed to be 
here, you see, that I look upon the place 
as my own." 
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" I hope I am not disturbing you ? " 

" No; I have finished. I was about to 
go into the house, for I knew Mr. Malle- 
lieu would be at home at one. Papera 
about the magazine, you see." 

*^ They give you a lot of trouble, I 
suppose ? ' ' 

"Yes; but our good friend Ferdinand 
takes much of the routine work off my 
hands. This is a cheque for the printers, 
which I want Mallelieu to pay for me." 

George took the cheque which M. de 
Belleville held out for his inspection. It 
was for three hundred pounds, and George 
could not help expressing surprise at the 
largeness of the amount. 

*^ It is a great deal of money, Mr. Van- 
brugh, but we shall want more than that 
when we fairly start. That is for adver- 
tisements and preliminary announce- 
ments. Perhaps you would be good 



166 GEORGE VANBRUGH'S MISTAKE. 

enough to let Mr. MalleKeu have it, and 
I need not then go into the house." 

^^ I think, as it is a large sum, it would 
be better to put it into his own hands, 
sir ; I never like having to do with money 
which is not my own." 

M. de Belleville laughed. ** I am afraid 
I am not trusting either you or Mr. 
Mallelieu in the matter, for the cheque is 
crossed, and it is only payable to order." 

George smiled too, but he handed back 
the cheque. 

'* And when are we to have your novel, 
Mr. Vanbrugh? I hope you will not 
keep us long. We must get the first 
number out by Christmas, so that you 
have very little time." 

There was something George desired 
to talk about more than his novel ; but 
M. de Belleville's question was invitation 
sufficient for him to approach nearer, and 
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to take a seat by his literary patron. He 
should be returning to town in a day or 
two, he said, and his first duty would be 
to look up his work and send it for 
inspection. 

" You will fall out of Miss Medlicott's 
good graces, I fear, if you do not keep 
your word, Mr. Vanbrugh," said the 
Frenchman, for George had not spoken 
about the matter in an enthusiastic 
tone. 

^' Just so," said George, hardly know- 
ing what to say now his cousin's name 
had been brought into the conversation. 

M. de Belleville guessed the other's 
thoughts, for he continued — 

*^ How is Miss Medlicott this morning ? 
is her foot quite well now ? " 

"Yes, I beUeve so," said George, ab- 
sently. 

"I am so glad to hear it. That was 
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the one reason why I desired to bring 
round this cheque nayself." 

" I thought," observed George, rather 
clumsily, " that you had seen Miss Medli- 
cott yourself this morning, for I met her 
just now coming from the garden." 

M. de Belleville raised his eyes as he 
said, good-humouredly, " So that is why 
Mr. Vanbrugh is a little nettled ; I see 
now. If I had known Miss Medlicott 
was so near me, I should have been much 
pleased at the opportunity of a quiet tHe- 
d'tSte. But I had no such good fortune, 
I assure you. No; Mr. Vanbrugh may 
trust me entirely;" And the little French 
gentleman bowed politely and became 
serious. 

" I ask your pardon if I have said any- 
thing to vex you, sir," said George. *' It 
is true I thought it possible that Miss 
Medlicott and you had met this morning, 
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but it was mere surmise on my paxt ; even 
had you done so, I have no right whatever 
to require an explanation." 

The Frenchman scarcely understood. 

*^I mean that being merely a guest 
here, like yourself, I have no reason for 
acting as Miss Medlicott's champion," 
blundered George. 

''Ah, my dear Mr. Vanbrugh, do not 
say anything more, I pray. The ladies of 
Lanthradyne are so charming that we 
would all wish to be their champions, I 
am sure. I suppose you are old acquaint- 
ances ? " 

"Yes," answered George, briefly; for 
he had a particular dislike to continue the 
conversation. So he changed the subject 
by referring to the viUage, and to the 
woods and hills around Dalebrook. M. de 
Belleville was nothing loth, and presently 
they were chatting away together as 
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pleasantly as if nothing had come between 
them, let alone the name of Miss Medli- 
cott. 

So loud and merry was the conversa- 
tion that the approach of one of the maids 
with a message quite startled them, she 
appeared before them so suddenly. 

** Well, what is it, Jane?" cried George, 
rising, as the servant stood stock still and 
said nothing. 

Jane only looked from one to the other, 
and became more frightened still. The 
Frenchman had risen too, as well as he 
was able, grasping the table with his 
hands. The smUe from his lips had dis- 
appeared, and he looked fixedly at the 
messenger. 

George unconsciously grew alarmed. 
He seized the girl's wrist. " Speak, 
woman, can't you ? What is it ? " 

It was the pain inflicted on her which 
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loosened her tongue, for she cried out 
immediately, '* Miss Lucy's glove, a brown 
one. She left one of them here on the 
table just now." 

The servant pointed to where the glove 
was, half covered by M. de Belleville's 
papers. He snatched it up and flung it 
at the girl. 

The men remained facing each other 
for some moments after the maid had 
gone. The Frenchman shook with pas- 
sion, the other was motionless and ghastly 
pale. 

'^Mr. Vanbrugh, you have a right to an 
explanation." 

George sUghtly inclined his head. He 
still stood, but his rival had resumed his 
seat on speaking. 

^^ I have but a very few words to say. 
I told you just now I had not seen Miss 
Madlicott. That was not true." 

VOL. I. M 



162 GEORGE VANBRUGH'S MISTAKE. 

s 

Again George nodded. 

^* I was guilty of a lie ; but there are 
some circumstances under which a lie is 
justifiable with a man of honour. I had 
not Miss Medlicott's permission to men- 
tion our interview, and I had no alterna- 
tive, Mr. Vanbrugh, but to deny it.*' 

M. de BelleviUe paused once more, but 
George did not reply. 

** You must not judge me too harshly, 
Mr. Vanbrugh. Ask yourself how you 
would have acted imder the circum- 
stances." 

*^ I don't know. I hope I may never 
have an interview with a lady which I 
dare not acknowledge," said George, 
slowly. 

" I hope not, Mr. Vanbrugh, sincerely. 
In the mean time I trust you will not the 
less feel the delicacy of my position." M. 
de Belleville sank back in his chair and 
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passed a deKcate cambric handkerchief 
over his face. 

George had not moved from his posi- 
tion, but now that he had heard all he 
prepared to bring the interview to an 
^nd. 

*^ I am not called upon for an opinion 
of your conduct, M. de Belleville, and I 
shall not express one. I think, however, 
that Mr. Mallelieu should be acquainted 
with your attentions, and if you do not 
mention the subject, I shall certainly 
do so." 

With this George abruptly took his 
departure. It might have been boorish 
to have acted thus, but he was in no 
mind to be civil to anybody just then — 
himself rejected two hours ago, and his 
fortunate rival desiring to make a con- 
fidant of him. The talk about literature 
and his novel was obviously for the pur- 
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pose of flattering him and making things 
pleasant while his bride slipped away 
from under his hands. 

He had told the Frenchman that his 
doings would be made known to Ferdinand 
Mallelieu. Was this a threat? Was it 
not exceedingly likely that Ferdinand was 
already perfectly acquainted with the 
state of affairs? Why else should this 
M. de Belleville feel such an interest in 

4 

the family and be ready to benefit Fer- 
dinand by making him editor of the 
new periodical ? Again, what did Lucy's 
designing and painting portend if it did 
not mean a deep interest in the French- 
man's welfare ? 

George comprehended all now, and hit 
himseK several thuds in the chest for not 
thinking of it before, as he hurried on in 
a walk across the fields. He grew quite 
sarcastic at last, for being so taken in — a 
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high and mighty gentleman coming down 
from town to favour his country friends 
with a visit, and to choose a wife from 
among them, and they refusing to have 
anything to do with him. It was such 
a new and refreshing experience that it 
would be positively delightful, George 
thought, if he had not made quite such a 
fool of himself. He was welcome enough, 
and they were all glad to see him, no 
doubt, but nobody wanted him particu- 
larly, unless it was the philosopher and 
Wat. The last enjoyed George's company 
exceedingly, but then, as he was bound to 
admit, he had not been thinking of grati- 
fying them in his visit to Lanthradyne. 

What a pity he did not listen to that 
small voice within him which prompted 
the leaving behind of his luggage in the 
first place. If he had only carried out 
that former intention of his, and excused 
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himself by saying he was simply walking 
through Kent. What was he to say to 
Shorter and his friends in town, or to Job 
Hollings, if they met again? George 
shut his lips firmly and walked faster 
still. 

Only one bright spot was there in the 
dreary waste he looked back upon. Kate 
had been kind to him and wished him 
well — ^Kate, whose love he had indiffer- 
ently allowed to pass to another. And as 
he thought of her goodness, he resolved 
to tell all he knew of M. de Belleville's 
interview, so that Lucy, at any rate, 
should not be without an adviser. 

He would not be a coward and run 
away. It wanted five or six days more 
to complete the fortnight's visit he pro- 
jected, and he would not go a day before 
his time. He owed this to Kate, more- 
over, who would be woefully vexed if the 
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time were shortened. So, having made 
up his mind, he wheeled round and made 
for the house. 

There was no one about the place, a;nd 
he was glad of it, for he should never be 
himself again untU he got his old friend 
the piano to sympathize with him. Door 
and windows were open in the drawing- 
room, and he could smell the honey- 
suckle and roses in the hedge below as 
he sat fingering the keys. 

The notes had been his confidant many 
times already, and although they now 
responded but dolefully, George was 
thankful enough for their expressions of 
sympathy. The music he made was 
"without words," but George under- 
stood it. Its plaintive whispering, its 
liquid voice, its tearful utterances were 
better consolation to him than aught 
else. 
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So absorbed was he in this selfish pur- 
suit that he never heard of his playmates' 
approach. They must have been stand- 
ing quietly by, hand-in-hand, for some 
minutes before George noticed their 
serious Uttle faces. He quite frightened 
them, for when George paused for a 
moment they still held aloof. 

'' Well, Wat ! " cried George. 

"Ferdy said you was dead," was the 
low reply of the Uttle fellow. 

^^Did he? What nonsense!" And 
George gave a sudden twirl on the music- 
stool, which at once fetched sunshine into 
his companions' faces. 

** Well, then, will you draw me a 
piggy ? " said Wat, becoming animated. 

^* And will you mend my whip ? " asked 
the philosopher, bringing that instrument 
from behind his back. *^ The string has 
comed off." 
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George at once brought his mind to 
bear upon the duties to be performed. 
Upon an old envelope he proceeded to 
sketch the pig required, beiag enjoined 
the while to do it " carefly," the owner 
of the picture taking the precaution to 
borrow his silver pencil-case into the 
bargain when the animal was handed 
over. 

The philosopher's wants were next 
attended to, that gentleman being very- 
particular about the number of knots 
desired in the lash, all of which were to 
add to George's woes when next he im- 
personated the pony. George took the 
opportunity of questioning the boys about 
his lost pipe-case, but they were too ab- 
sorbed in matters at hand to be interested 
in the subject. The philosopher's atten- 
tion was aU concentrated on his whip- 
cord, whUe Wat, with paper and pencil 
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in hand, went about pretending to be the 
baker's boy, sucking the pencil, and call- 
ing out, " Does you want some bread ? '' 

George's troubles were not over when he 
had finished the construction of his own 
instrument of torture, for in the mean 
time two *^ woolly-bear caterpillars " had 
been espied upon the window-sill. These 
were immediately captured and formed 
into a racing stud. George was starter^ 
and a course having been cleared on the 
drawing-room table, the sport forthwith 
began. Unfortunately the stud was not 
so eager for racing as its masters, and 
considerable delay arose on account of 
deviations from the course. Moreover, 
Wat would assist his animal more than 
was quite fair, to get it " a little more 
farther," as he said, both George and 
the philosopher crying out against such 
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flagrant abuse of turf regulations . Jockey- 
ing the animals with a bit of straw that 
they might run straight was allowable 
enough, but Wat wanted every now and 
then to push his representative bodily 
onwards in its career. 

The consequence was that in the end 
George had to protest warmly against 
such conduct, and Master Wat grew ob- 
streperous. In vain did the clerk of the 
course urge moderation and the necessity 
for fair play. Wat would not Usten to 
reason. He abruptly broke off all rela- 
tions, and would have nothing more to 
do with it. 

" Give me mine caterpiller," he said, 
firmly, and went off downstairs with his 
property. 

" There is only the philosopher left me 
of all the family," thought George. " You 
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won't run away and leave me, will you ? " 
he said. 

"No, of course not," replied the 
owner of the whip ; " 'cos I want you to 
be my pony again." 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

MR. EDWARD SHORTER AT HOME. 

The only way to catcli Ned Shorter at 
home was to be at his chambers early 
and wait till he got up. He worked late 
into the night, and only rose in time for 
a hurried breakfast. But George could 
talk to him whUe dressing and ride to the 
court with him in the cab afterwards. 

George Vanbrugh had loyally carried 
out his resolve to remain at Lanthradyne 
a fuU fortnight, and even went so far as 
to promise Kate to run down again before 
the summer had entirely gone. Much 
as he disliked the business, too, he men* 
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tioned the circumstance of M. de Belle- 
ville's intimacy with Lucy. It was 
touching this matter that George pro- 
mised to return. Kate was positive there 
was no engagement between Lucy and 
the Frenchman, nor was there likely to 
be any. He must not run away, there- 
fore, with that notion; and Kate fully 
believed that if he, George, did not marry 
Lucy, no one else would. Clearly Kate 
regarded George's story to be due to 
jealousy more than anything else, and 
she begged him so feelingly to come back 
and assure himself of the truth of her 
statement, that he had no alternative but 
to comply. 

He found his novel at Spring Gardens, 
where he conceived it to be. There were 
marks of coal dust on the cover, and the 
last pages were so hopelessly dogseared 
and crumpled that it was impossible to 
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send up the book for inspection in that 
state. So George set to work to remove 
front and back, and to substitute freshly 
written pages instead. He told Lucy it 
should be done, and much as he disliked 
the work he went through with it. 

Not until he had performed this task — 
never opening the piano even during the 
few days it occupied, lest he should 
relapse into lazy habits — did George sally 
forth to look after his comrades. Even 
his visit to Shorter was put off imtil the 
bulky manuscript was packed up and sent 
off to Lanthradyne. 

But now the weight was off his mind, 
he delayed no longer. At nine in the 
morning George Vanbrugh was in the 
Temple and knocking at the door, which 
still bore his name over that of Shorter' s — 

Mr. George Vanbrugh. 
Mr. Edward Shorter. 
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Mr. Shorter's chief clerk and factotum 
admitted George. He was a lad of 
eighteen or nineteen, who had originally 
been their joint clerical assistant at a 
salary of five jshillings a week ; but that 
was ages ago, and Mr. Whiffler had 
almost forgotten the fact. With George 
he was still affable enough, although as 
familiar as he dared to be. 

"Oh, it's you, sir I Glad to see you 
looking so well. Come' in, sir ; guv'ner 
still in bed," he said in a lower tone, 
jerking his thumb in the direction of 
the adjoining room ; " but he'll be up 
directly." 

" Have you got a newspaper ? " said 
George, sitting down in an easy chair, 
and not paying much attention to the 
voluble clerk. 

"No, I haven't, Mr. Vanbrugh; it 
hasn't come — at least, I don't think so. 
But as it's for you, I'll go and look." 
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^^ Oh yes, here they are, the Standard 
and the Daily News. Which will you 
have, Mr. Vanbrugh ? " 

^^Both." 

Mr. Whiffler did not like to be treated 
in this cavalier fashion, so, by way of 
protest, he remained in the sitting-room, 
brushing his master's boots in George's 
presence. His conduct had, however, 
little effect upon the visitor, who con- 
tentedly read the paper without a glance 
in Mr. Whiffler's direction. 

It was half-past nine before a small 
being in white threw open the bedroom 
door and gave a loud yawn as he sleepily 
looked at the clock over the mantel-piece 
and tugged at his unkempt hair. 

*' Have another lie down, Ned," said 
George, as his friend turned away again. 

'* I thought somebody was there. Why, 

VOL. I. N 
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George, how are you, old man ? " And 
the figure in white walked straight up to 
Vanbrugh and shook hands. " Whiffler, 
clear." 

"Yes, sir." 

"I got your letter, George, and am 
awfdly sorry about that marriage aJffair 
not coming off. It was the best thing 
for you, I'm sure, and there's nothing 
else to do that I can see." 

"That's what I said; but it was no 
good." 

'*You didn't go telling Miss Lucy a 
lot of confounded romantic stories, I 
hope." 

George was about to give his word he 
had done no such thing, when he saw 
Shorter was laughing at him; so Shorter's 
boots were summarily sent after their 
owner by way of reply. One of them hit 
the outer door, and, in consequence, Mr. 



ME. EDWABD SHORTER AT HOME. 179 

Whiffler opened it to see if he were 
wanted. 

*'My hot water. Look sharp! " cried 
Ned. He left his bedroom door open 
that they might have a talk while he 
dressed. 

*' Well, about this affair of yours," said 
Shorter, gasping from his cold bath. 
^' What do you propose to do ? " 

'' To let it slide." 

*' The deuce ! " said Shorter, coming to 
the door again, as he vigorously worked 
his towel. *^ You don't mean to say it's 
as bad as that ? ' ' 

George shook his head as he folded 
up the newspaper. 

*'You know, George, you are a good 
deal to blame in the business, after all. 
You let the thing be as if it were all 
settled." 

'' Go it, Ned. I am quite used to it 
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now ; I can take any amount of blowing 
up." 

Shorter laughed. "Why not get the 
girls in town for a month, and work on 
their feelings? I know country cousins 
will do anything for you if you only take 
them to a few theatres and concerts. 
Poor, dear George, did it feel out of sorts, 
then ? '* The little barrister lathered his 
chin preparatory to freeing his face from 
everything beyond the closely trimmed 
black whiskers that ornamented his visage. 

George was not disposed to let the rally 
pass unchallenged, but walked into the 
doorway between the rooms to give his 
reply more effect. "You old fool, Ned, 
do you suppose I can lose my time dan- 
gling after girls all my life ? No, thank 
you; I have more important things to 
do. K you want to know, I have just 
concluded a literary engagement. I am 
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to write the serial novel for a new 
magazine ; finishing it and packing it 
off made me so late turning up here." 

Shorter was shaving during this speech ; 
but if George imagined his late partner 
would cut himself, or inflict other bodily 
harm, he was disappointed. The form, 
still in white, waited until he had labori- 
ously finished one side of his face, and 
then simply turned round for a moment 
before he began with the other. 

'^Ah, you may believe it or not, my 
fine fellow ; it's a fact." 

Mr. Edward Shorter's solemn face broke 
into a laugh as he stropped his razor and 
put it away. ** Bravo, George ! very 
good; very good indeed. But you will 
have to get a better story than that if 
I am to believe it." 

'^Well, you'll see." 

^* I shall. And what's the name of the 
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span-new magazine that's going to make 
your fortune ? " 

" Oh, I can tell you, never fear. The 
— ^the Green — something or other." 

" So I should think," cried Ned, slap- 
ping the other on the back as high up 
as he could reach, whereupon George's 
gravity forsook him too, and the two 
laughed heartily together. 

They sat down to breakfast. There 
was hot tea, kept warm under a cosey, 
and Mr. Whiffler brought in some chops 
and bacon which had been fried in the 
ante-room. There was no ceremony, for 
the two had frequently taken the same 
meal together. It was something of a 
galloping repast so far as Mr. Shorter 
was concerned; for he knew very well 
that unless he got a substantial breakfast 
there was little else for him to depend 
upon during the day. 
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" It's about this literary business that 
I wanted to see you, Ned." 

*'You mean that beastly old novel of 
yours? Chuck it in the fire and have 
done with it." 

George Vanbrugh smiled. ** I should 
be quite willing, and in fact I thought it 
was lost and gone long ago. No, it's 
nothing to do with that. But I want to 
know what your idea is as to the success 
of a new magazine ? ' ' And George 
briefly recounted the heads of the 
scheme. 

** Are they all as well versed in business 
matters as you are, for instance ? " asked 
Ned, drinking his tea, having been busy 
with his breakfast during the whole of 
the narration. 

^*I hardly think they know as much," 
replied George. " Mallelieu makes a 
point rather of having no connection with 
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business people, and the Frenchman pre- 
tends also to be something of a superior 
being. I protested over and over again 
that I did not understand anything about 
printing and publishing, but, do you 
know, I think I was the most experienced 
of the three." 

''You are quite sure you are not joking, 
George." 

''Honour bright; we have got esti- 
mates and designs for the cover and all 
sorts of things, and three hundred pounds 
have been paid for advertisements and 
preliminary expenses." 

" How do you know' that ? " 
" Because I saw the cheque." 
" Well, this is the most refreshing bit 
of greenery I ever heard of. It is only 
in an Arcadian paradise, as Lanthradyne 
must be, that such delightful ideas on 
matters of business could possibly ger- 
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minate. The plan is simplicity itself, 
or," and Shorter rose to give his words 
more emphasis, ^* there is a piece of 
confounded rascality mixed up with it 
that should not be very difficult to 
discover." 

** You mean that you mistrust the lame 
Frenchman, and that his journal is to be 
started to some end. That was exactly 
my idea ; but what purpose could it 
serve ? ' ' 

Shorter took his wig off the stand and 
tried to set some of its ragged curls in 
order, but this did not seem to aid his 
reflection. 

**My idea was," cried George, ^'that 
he wanted it, perhaps, for Stock Ex- 
change purposes; but then it is absurd 
to suppose that a monthly magazine 
could influence prices. He has been 
engaged in literature before." 
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" How do you know ? " 

" Because he told me so.'* 

The criminal lawyer could not repress 
a sneer at his witness breaking down so 
completely; while the witness, for his 
part, laughed aloud at the result of 
the professional cross-examination. Mr. 
Shorter tried again. 

"You say you saw this cheque for 
three hundred poxmds ? " 

"I did." 

" To whom was it payable ? " 

" Stop a moment ; Messrs. Bracebridge 
and PhiHpps." 

" You are sure ? " 

" Yes, perfectly. Besides, I know 
Mallelieu paid it. He came to town 
with me last week on purpose. It is 
a firm in the Minories, but I do not 
remember the number." 

" Hang the mmiber. Here, Whiffler, 
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look up in the Post Office Directory for 
Bracebridge and Philipps, and let me 
know who they are — ^printers or adver- 
tising agents most likely." 

That slim youth, who had now donned 
a black coat of shiny exterior, ready to 
accompany his chief into court, at once 
turned to the red volume, his sharply- 
pointed nose travelling slowly up and 
down in the direction of the columns as 
he glanced at them one after another. 

^* WeU? " cried Shorter, testHy. 

" Can't find nothing, sir." 

" Then turn to the traders — under 
* Advertising Agents.' " 

The search was equally in vain. 

** Well, look here, Whiffler, give me 
the bag ; Mr. Vanbrugh will go with me 
to the court. Don't turn up later than 
one, and that will give you a couple of 
hours to find out if these people are 
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known in the Minories. You known the 
name : Bracebridge and Philipps." 

Mr. WhiflSer laboriously wrote it down 
in a clear hand upon a piece of blue office 
paper, and then folded up the document 
as if it were of the greatest importance. 

** I will send a cab on, sir, as I pass the 
stand," he said, in the politest manner. 

** If you will be so good, Mr. Whiffler." 
Then, as soon as that gentleman had 
departed, he turned sharply to George, 
and said, "Write at once to Lanthradyne, 
and ask Mrs. Mallelieu not to embark a 
farthing in the speculation; she must 
make Lucy promise the same. That 
Frenchman is trying to get their money 
— that's the secret of the whole plan." 

" Very likely," said George ; " indeed, 
I should have suggested the same thing 
had I dared. But you see my position, 
Ned. I am a rejected suitor while he is 
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in favour. Anything I say will only be 
attributed to envy, at any rate by Malle- 
lieu. We have already had an unpleasant 
tiff over the business. I scarcely see how 
I can do more." 

** What nonsense, George ! Surely you 
must know as well as I do that the whole 
affair of the magazine is a sham." 

*' Not altogether ; after what I have 
seen I think there is something in it." 

^' Well, if we find there is no such firm 
as Bracebridge and Philipps in existence, 
wiU you believe then ? " 

** Oh yes, willingly." 

" Well, I ask no more ; and in that case, 
mind, you must write as I say to Mrs. 
MaUeheu." 

George Vanbrugh did not like the 
prospect, but he was bound to admit the 
urgent necessity of such a step. It was 
like giving the last blow to his hopes, 
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instead, as he had intended, of trying to 
win back, step by step, the position he 
once occupied in Lucy MedUcott's heart. 
Lately, too, he had plucked up his spirits 
wonderfully under the idea that she 
might yet come to be his wife one of 
these days. 

Shorter, in the mean time, while wait- 
ing for the cab, had placed his red bag on 
the table, and was laughing over a bit of 
paper attached to one of the briefs, 

*^ See here, Vanbrugh, what our 
scholarly clerk has done. ' Please to 
read this brief. — ^A. W.' I don't know 
which is the more offensive, his gentle- 
manly behaviour or his profuse penman- 
ship. And dash it all, this is the very 
brief I said I wouldn't read unless it was 
marked.'* 

"Perhaps he has read it, and made 
marginal notes," cried George, who pro- 
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ceeded to open it, while Shorter glanced 
over his other papers. "Hullo, Ned, 
why, here's a cheque for five guineas ! 
you can't have opened the brief." And 
George held the slip of paper close to his 
Mend's eyes. 

" Eh, by Jovej you don't say so. 
That's what Whiffler meant, I suppose. 
Well, it proves anyhow that barristers 
should always look over their briefs, don't 
it ? You see, in defending a prisoner in a 
case of this kind, I find you can generally 
gather facts enough when they are stating 
the case for the prosecution. That's why 
I always say the prosecuting counsel is 
entitled to double fees, because he must get 
up the case before coming into court." 

"I think, then, I'll get some other 
member of the bar than Mr. Edward 
Shorter to defend me when I'm in 
trouble," laughed George. 
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" So that I may be available for the 
prosecution. There's the cab; come 
along.'' 

But at that moment there came a rap 
at the outer door, and Shorter opening 
it, the visitor asked for Mr. George 
Vanbrugh. 

^* He is very busy at this moment ; he 
is just oflf to the Central Criminal Court, 
and the cab is below." 

" Then he has some work to do to-day, 
sir?" 

*^ Work ! his hands are always full ; 
never a moment's leisure until eleven at 
night. He hasn't been out of town these 
nineteen years I " rattled Shorter, with 
the door in his hands. " Will you leave 
your name ? " 

^^Yes; and I will call again, sir, at 
eleven to-night, for I want to see him 
particularly." 
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^^Why, it's Mr. Job HoUings," cried 
George, coming forward. ".How do you 
do, Mr. HoUings ? " 

Job became quite himself over the 
hearty grasp of the hand. In fact, he 
went so far as to smile, as he shook his 
head at George, and murmured half 
aloud, " At it again, sir ? " 

"About my working, you mean, eh? 
Well, you see. Job, the fact is, my friend 
here, Mr. Shorter '' 

" Took you for the income tax-col- 
lector," put in Ned. " You know one 
always wants to appear as rich as one 
can in his presence, so I rather exag- 
gerated matters. But you had better 
come with us into the cab," continued 
Shorter, pushing his two callers into the 
passage and locking the door. " You 
won't mind a ride, I suppose ? " 

" I should prefer walking," said Job. 

VOL. I. o 
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*^ What, to carousing in a four-wheeler, 
with plenty of straw like this, and damp 
plush to sit upon? Nonsense; get in 
with you all/' 

"Don't mind him. Job. You are the 
very man we wanted to see. When were 
you at Lanthradyne ? " 

" Last night." 

*^ And how was the lame Frenchman ? " 
asked Shorter, sarcastically. 

Job gave a curious look of intelligence. 

" He can walk now without his crutches ; 
I thought I would come and tell you, 
sir." 
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CHAPTEE X. 

MR. SHORTER SUCCOURS LOVELY WOMAN IN 

DISTRESS. 

There was scaxcely time to explain to 
Shorter who Job HoUings was before the 
cab reached the Old Bailey. Job had 
kept G-eorge Vanbriigh's card, and hence 
his appearance in the Temple. M. de 
Belleville had never been a friend of 
Job's ; and hearing from the servants 
that the Frenchman was in higher favour 
than ever, while G-eorge Vanbrugh had 
been sent about his business, a greater 
dislike still, had been the consequence. 
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The Frenchman's appearance without his 
crutches, in a lane some miles from Dale- 
brook, where Job met him early one 
morning, caused the latter at once to 
report the matter. 

"Did he say anything ? " asked George. 

" Yes, sir, he was boxmd to say some- 
thing; and so he told me it was the 
infusion I brought him which had done 
his leg so much good. He wanted to 
give me another sovereign, but I wouldn't 
have it." 

" How came you to be walking in that 
direction, Mr. Hollings ? " cross-examined 
Shorter. 

" Well, sir, it was partly in my way." 

"But not altogether. Had you not 
an idea you might see him ? " 

"Well, yes, sir, I had; in fact, I started 
rather early on purpose." 

" I see, I see ; then it was not entirely 
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an accident. Did you tell the good people 
at Lanthradyne ? " 

"No, sir, for I had not time. You see 
it only happened yesterday morning as I 
was leaving the place, and I thought my 
best plan was to come on and see Mr. 
Vanbrugh first of all." 

As usual, the evil-smelling court was 
crowded, but Mr. Shorter's face was at 
once a passport to the party, who passed 
policeman after policeman, through a mob 
of pushing, swearing men and women of 
a particularly morose type. Unable to 
obtain admittance, they amused them- 
selves by recognizing the more favoured 
advocates by name, apostrophizing one 

* 

as "Monty," another as "Yoxmg Mr. 
George," while the last arrival was loudly 
announced as " Shorty Ted." 

" And this is fame, my dear George," 
said Shorter. 
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"Worthy of such a sweet-smelling 
temple, Ned, at any rate/' 

The criminal barrister gave a rapid 
"Good morning" to his friends aronnd^ 
and dived into his bag for the first brief. 
Then he glanced for a moment at the 
dock, where a middle-aged female of fresh 
complexion, with short black curls, was 
waiting to catch his eye and give a nod 
of recognition. 

" Oh, it's that old woman again, nnder 
another alias ^ is it ! " muttered Mr. 
Shorter between his teeth, as he turned 
the brief over. "I didn't know her at 
first in that black front. I've got that 
wretch off at least haK a dozen times^ 
George, at one police court or another; 
but latterly, it seems, she got somebody 
else to defend her, and has been com- 
mitted for trial. Serve the old gal right. 
Ah, I see she describes herself as a pew- 
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opener from a Liverpool chapel, on her 
first visit to London. She was in the 
crowd watching a fashionable marriage 
at St. George's, Hanover Square — the 
simple-minded creature is naturally in- 
terested in churches and chapels — and 
because she elbowed her way about they 
concluded she must be a pickpocket. 
Was there ever such an iniquitous charge ? 
No doubt the poor soul got hustled her- 
self, and some accomplished thief threw 
down the purse which was found empty 
xmder her feet. It is absurd to accuse 
a woman simply because she is found 
with four sovereigns and a half in her 
pocket, and that happened to be the 
amount in the purse." 

And this was the point to which Mr. 
Shorter at once addressed himself when 
it came to the defence. He did not wish 
to touch upon it at the end of his re- 
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marks, or slur over the fact, he told the 
jury. He mentioned it definitely and 
clearly at the outset, because it was this 
simple coincidence alone upon which the 
whole prosecution was based. If his 
client, Martha Briggs, had been known 
at that court as a convict or consort of 
thieves, he would not have troubled him- 
self to defend her; but seemingly there 
was nothing to prove that she was not 
what she described herself. If every in- 
dividual in a London crowd were liable 
to be dragged to prison because an empty 
purse was found beside him, and con- 
victed because the amount he happened 
to have in his pocket approached the 
sum said to have been in the purse, 
nobody would be able to walk the streets 
with safety. The prosecutor could not 
swear to the actual coins, and thus the 
case came to an end. He, Mr. Shorter, 
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would not say a word on any other point 
—he absolutely declined to do so. It 
would be absurd on his part, in fact, to 
look at the matter seriously. He left it 
to the common sense of the jury and 
their wide experience of London life to 
say whether such a thing might not have 
happened to any one of them, or, at any 
rate, to a person less knowing in respect 
to town practices than they were. It 
was hardly worth while to mention the 
fact, since he was assured the jury would 
not require the explanation ; but in case 
there were sceptics present, he would say 
that his client had but an hour before 
changed a five-pound note to pay for 
the very shawl she now wore over her 
shoulders, and the four pounds ten shil- 
lings were simply the change. There, 
then, was the end of the whole mystery, 
if mystery they chose to term it. He 
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should say nothing more. Whatever per- 
suasive abiKty or gift of speech he might 
possess would be utterly out of place if 
employed in a case of this kind, which 
even the most prejudiced could apostro- 
phize as but one of doubt ; and the jury 
had no other alternative than to give the 
prisoner the benefit of that doubt. 

Mr. Shorter's speech did not occupy 
more than a quarter of an hour, but 
before he concluded, his disgust at the 
whole business so far overcame his feel- 
ings as to cause him to throw the brief 
down on the desk in front of him. Nor 
did he recover his usual spirits for some 
time. He sat down regardless of his 
glossy black gown, and thrusting his 
hands in his pockets leaned back as far 
as he could. It was only after the judge 
had summed up — ^who, by the way, be- 
haved rather unkindly to Mr. Shorter, 
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considering the earnest way that gentle- 
man had troubled himself to convince the 
Court of the prisoner's innocence — and 
the jury had retired, that he consented 
once more to have speech with George 
and Mr. Hollings, who were immediately 
behind. 

*^A very fine speech, sir; I congratulate 
you, sir," said George, half aloud. 

" I'll give you such a one-r, George, as 
soon as we get outside," was the little 
barrister's reply. 

Job had been too scared at the whole 
of the proceedings to utter a word, but 
now he took courage to ask Mr. Shorter 
if he thought the prisoner would get 
off. 

" Yes, Mr. Hollings, if the jury remain 
out another ten minutes. It is the con- 
scientious juryman who keeps them wait- 
ing, and he is always a simple-minded 
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creature, who believes in the innocence 
of everybody. I'll give them a quarter 
of an hour, and then we will be off to 
lunch/' 

Mr. Shorter proved right, for the jury 
after a short delajf returned into court 
and acquitted the prisoner. The judge 
in a surly manner ordered her to be dis- 
charged; but long before this the skirts 
of Shorter's gown were flying along the 
passage and downstairs, whither George 
and Job followed as soon as they were 
aJble. 

Mr. Whiffler had returned from his 
errand, and while the party seated them- 
selves in a comer of an adjacent coffee- 
room, waiting for their chops and potatoes, 
the clerk began a long and verbose account 
of his visit. 

*^ Cut all that," was his chiefs im- 
patient reply; he preferred his &vourite 
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metliod of examination as a speedier- 
means of getting at what lie wanted. 

*' What's the exact address ? " 

Mr. Whiffler gave it. 

" Who was at the office ? " 

" Two men." 

"Much doing?" 

" There were plenty of newspapers and 
circulars Ijing on the counter about racing 
and betting." 

" Bring any of them ? " 

" No ; they wouldn't let me." 

"Did it look like a steady, well-to-do^ 
business?" 

Mr. Whiffler shook his head. 

" Long firm, eh?" 

" Yes." 

"ThatwiUdo." 

Mr. Shorter waited until the lunch 
appeared, and then said sharply, as he^ 
took up. knife and fork — 
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''Look here, Mr. Hollings, you are as 
interested in this matter as ourselves, 
aren't you ? " 

"Yes, sir," said Job, putting on his 
spectacles in his agitation to be as atten- 
tive as possible. 

" Well, if you'll begin your lunch, I'll 
tell you what must be done." 

George from mere habit had begun to 
eat, but poor Job made but a very feeble 
attempt; he could not eat and keep his 
spectacled eyes on Mr. Shorter at the 
same time. 

"I told Mr. Vanbrugh this morning 
that Frenchman was a scoundrel, and 
your testimony and that of my clerk con- 
j&rms the opinion. While I was defend- 
ing that old woman just now I thought 
the matter well over, and I, as a mutual 
friend, have determined to act upon my 
own responsibility in the affair. There 
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may be no harm done as yet, but we 
know at least that there are hawks and 
pigeons in close proximity, and therefore 
mischief may happen at any moment. 
I shall at once draw the attention of the 
police to M. de Belleville's whereabouts 
at Dalebrook and that of his corres- 
pondents in the Minories/' 

^^No; I can't let you do that, Ned, until 
you have consulted the Mallelieus." The 
thought of Shorter's energetic action had 
rendered George as incapable of lunch as 
Job. 

" I shall write this evening to Mr. and 
Mrs. Malleheu, asking them to call upon 
me on a matter of particular importance, 
80 that the responsibility of communi- 
cating the affair rests entirely with me." 

" And while they are here in town this 
Frenchman will have Lucy to himself." 

'* One moment. I was coming to that. 
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Our friend Mr. Hollings steps in here. 
I am sure if he can serve us he will. 
Could you pass the next three or four 
days at Lanthradyne, to act as a sort of 
bodyguard to Miss Lucy, think you ? I 
do not suppose there is really anything 
to fear, but still I agree with Mr. Van* 
brugh that some trustworthy person 
should be present." 

Job squeezed one hand in the other by 
turns before replying. 

. *^ If it is only a question of money. 
Job, don't let that distress you," cried 
George. 

" Well, sir, it is more money than any- 
thing else, although Mrs. Farkle is mortal 
jealous too. You see, sir, I'm not my 
own master altogether." 

'* Married?" said Shorter, raising his 

eyes. 
Job's countenance approached a smile 
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as nearly as possible. *' No, it's not that, 
sir; I meant Mrs. Parkle, who manages 
the business." 

" Oh, George here will settle her. He 
shall go with you at once and see the old 
lady. Get Mr. Hollings a week if you 
can, George, and mind, sir, to keep a 
sharp eye on that Frenchman. I will 
write to Dalebrook post-office if there is 
anything to tell you. I must be off now ; 
look in some time this evening, George." 

Mr. Shorter was away to the court 
again, munching a crust as he went, and 
leaving the others to carry out his rapid 
instructions. George had some mis- 
givings as to " settling " Mrs. Parkle, 
and had he known Job's feelings in the 
matter his mind would have been still 
less at ease. However, it was too late 
now, and Shorter' s orders must be 
obeyed. 

VOL. I. P 
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^'I always thought that Frenchman 
was shamming lameness, Mr. Vanbrugh. 
It gave him an excuse for borrowing Miss 
Lucy's pony-chaise ; but I did not think 
there was much harm else. I would 
have shammed sickness myself to have 
got Miss Lucy's sympathy." 

George explained as well as he could 
what it was Shorter feared — ^that the man 
was nothing more than an adventurer, 
and was leagued with others to defraud 
or cheat the family at Lanthradyne. 

"I need not tell you how much I 
respect Miss Lucy, Mr. Vanbrugh. If 
I had to throw over Mrs. Parkle's shop 
for ever, I would not hesitate about 
rendering Miss Medlicott any service in 
my power," said Job, taking off his 
spectacles. 

" I know that. Job, well enough, and 
I know, too, that any good you can do 
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you will do of your own free will. It is 
because you are sometMng of a favourite 
with Miss Medlicott that your presence 
at Lanthradyne will be the more valuable 
at a time like this." 

During their walk to ClerkenweU — ^for 
Job would not go in another cab — they 
settled on a mode of proceeding with 
Mrs. Parkle. The key of the position, 
according to Job, was to be two sove- 
reigns, which he nervously asked George 
if he had by him. If they were new and 
shining all the better. 

George had such talismans in his 
pocket, and produced them. The coins 
met with Job's approbation, and then the 
plan became a very simple one. George 
was to ask to have some Celandine 
collected for him — he had obtained the 
name of Parkle and Co. from Bolton and 
Bars, the well-known druggists^ — and 
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would deposit two sovereigns to cover 
the expense of gathering the herbs. Job 
would be called in .by Mrs. Parkle and 
the order taken. 

Having noted his instructions and the 
way he was to reach Hart Street, George 
permitted Mr. HolUngs to go on before. 
He loitered for half an hour in Exmouth 
Street, dividing his time between the 
cheap provision shops and the fish barrows 
on the curb, so that by the time he 
turned into Hart Street his nose had 
become acclimatized to the neighbour- 
hood. He was, in flEict, almost disap- 
pointed when he entered the estabhsh- 
ment of Parkle and Co., and found the 
training undergone by his olfactory senses 
had been in vain, since the fragrant 
odours of the darkened shop were far 
from unpleasant. 

Mrs. Parkle was seated as usual at the 
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back of the shop, her spectacles so 
adjusted that she could look over them 
when so pleased. She appeared to resent 
the appearance of a customer as an un- 
warrantable intrusion. 

George looked at Mrs. Parkle, but as 
the dame did not advance, he rapped 
against the counter with one of the 
sovereigns he carried handy. 

" Well, young man 1 " 

George began to say what he wanted, 
but the old lady either could not hear, 
or did not choose to do so. She would 
not come to him, and he could not go 
to her. Moreover, the novelty of the 
situation had put out of George's head 
what he had to say. Job probably 
guessed how matters would turn out, for 
he very soon made his appearance. 

The customer had no difficulty now in 
making his wants clear. Mrs. Parkle, 
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nevertheless, would have nothing to say 
to the " young man," and sharply bade 
Job order him begone. But Job carried 
the two sovereigns to his mistress, and 
these changed the aspect of affairs at 
once. Job on his part now became 
obstreperous, and gave Mrs. Parkle to 
xmderstand that he was by no means sure 
that the Celandine could be found at that 
season of the year; and in the end Mr. 
Hollings was soundly rated before the 
customer for presuming to know more 
than the head of the firm. 

George retired with an assurance from 
Mrs. Parkle that her man should start 
off that very night, a dictum that was 
confirmed by Job in an undertone. He 
hastened back to the Temple to report 
progress, and, if possible, to delay Ned 
in carrying out the rest of the plan, 
which, to his mind, was altogether pre- 
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mature. But the busy barrister had 
already taken the steps he threatened, 
or at any rate said so, and there was no 
help for it now. 

George dined at his club, where he had 
not been visible for nearly a month. All 
sorts of sly allusions and jokes had to be 
endured, and Vanbrugh was forced to 
repeat, a dozen times over, that he was 
as far off being married as ever. Alpha 
Wright assured his friend he had been 
afraid to call at Spring Gardens lest " the 
wife" should object; and another wag, 
Danford, had been told by somebody that 
Vanbrugh and his charming bride were 
seen only last week on the " Continong." 

However, the small wit of his cronies 
waned after a day or two. George 
enjoyed his lazy life the more on account 
of the recent break in it. He did not 
care much about seeing the Mallelieus 
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arrangement that received Mrs. Malle- 
lieu's sanction, and before going to work 
that morning took the liberty of asking 
Miss Lucy if he could help about the 
house or garden, as he had nothing 
particular in hand. 

Lucy, had she dared, would have gladly 
consented, but since George had not 
denied the reason of Job's presence at 
Lanthradyne, her pride resented the in- 
terference. Job had never before been 
spoken to so harshly. 

" If there is nothing for you to do in 
the field, Mr. HoUings, why do you waste 
your time here at aU ? No wonder Mrs. 
Parkle grumbles at your laziness. There is 
nothing to occupy you at Lanthradyne." 

** There is still plenty for me to do in 
the field, miss; but I thought if you 
would allow me to attend to some of 
those rose-trees, which sadly " 
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"Jordan can do all that is necessary 
in our garden, thank yon, Mr. Rollings. " 

" Yes, miss, I know ; but as I give him 
a good deal of trouble at times, it is only 
fair I should help him occasionally." 

" Thank you, Mr. Hollings, but there 
is nothing in which you can help just 
now,'' said Lucy, turning away, to show 
that the interview was at an end. 

Lucy, as we know, had acquiesced in 
the arrangement that matters should take 
their course for a week, and promised, 
much against her will, to have no dealings 
with their neighbour in the interim. 
This was giving up more than George 
imagined, and accounted a good deal for 
Miss Lucy being put out with poor Job 
HoUings. 

To tell the truth, she had arranged to 
see the Frenchman that very morning, 
and there had come a bundle of proofs — 
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among them a few pages of George's 
novel in type — as a reminder. It was a 
pity the packet did not arrive before, so 
that she could have carried it with her 
to town and shown her cousin what a 
man they proposed to make of him. 
Now it was impossible she could carry 
out her engagement. 

Jane was informed that if M. de Belle- 
ville came to see Miss Medlicott he was 
to be asked to call next day, as she 
was too unwell to receive him ; and 
Lucy forthwith repaired upstairs to the 
nursery to Masters Ferdy and Wat for 
protection. 

How she wished Job Hollings had not 
been sent about his business I Jordan had 
driven his master and mistress over to 
the station, and would await their return 
in the evening. Jane and the dairy-maid 
were the only persons within call. She 
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was vexed with herself for being nervous, 
and vexed with her cousin George for 
having made her so. If it had not been 
for his putting the matter into her head 
she would never have felt the least 
scruple in an interview with the polite 
and diminutive Frenchman. 

Wat and Ferdy found auntie Loo but 
an indifferent companion, for she was too 
occupied with her thoughts to attend to 
them. However, they were used to play- 
ing by themselves, and did not give much 
trouble. Wat built a railway of bricks, 
and Ferdy became an imaginary porter, 
heaving everything movable upon the 
chairs and sofa. It was under the pro- 
tection of these Uttle men that Lucy 
placed herself. 

M. de Belleville was late in making his 
appearance; and when he did so Lucy, 
peeping over the nursery bUnd, perceived 
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that he was dressed in a smartly braided 
overcoat, and carried a courier bag slang 
across his shoulder. She was so surprised 
at this costume, which seemed to betoken 
a journey, that she listened at the door to 
hear what might pass between Jane and 
himself. 

He took the servant's news very 
q,uietly. He was sorry to hear of Miss 
Medhcott's indisposition, since it de- 
barred him the pleasure of seeing her 
before his trip to Jersey. He was start- 
ing immediately, but possibly he might 
see Mr. Ferdinand Mallelieu in town and 
place everything in his hands. Did Jane 
know when her master left Charing 
Cross ? 

The servant did not know, but went to 
inquire; and, as Lucy's voice was now 
audible to the visitor, the latter begged 
Miss Medhcott not to trouble herself ; all 
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he desired was for Mr. Mallelieu to under- 
stand that every business arrangement in 
respect to the magazine was now complete, 
and during his absence that gentleman 
was to take complete control. Also, 
would Mr. Mallelieu return the proofs 
direct to the printer, when he had read 
them, without troubUng to refer them 
to him (M. de Belleville). 

In these circumstances Lucy thought it 
best to receive the instructions in person. 
She was so thankful that the great diffi- 
culty was about to be dissolved by their 
neighbour's absence that she nearly forgot 
her supposed indisposition. StiU she pre- 
ferred talking to M. de Belleville in the 
garden rather than sitting alone with him 
in a room, and so she announced her in- 
tention of joining the visitor if the latter 
would await her coming. 

She bade the children be good in her 
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absence, and shut the nursery door ; then, 
throwing a shawl over her shoulders, went 
downstairs for her garden hat and the 
packet of proofs received that morning. 

M. de Belleville was profuse in his 
apologies. If he could see Mr. Mallelieu 
there was no reason at all for troubling 
her. She had, however, interested herself 
so much in the whole scheme from the 
commencement, that she would readily 
understand all he had to say. He liked 
George Vanbrugh's story very much, and 
would be glad for Miss Medlicott to 
convey the approval to her cousin. He 
hoped the author would not be offended 
at the story appearing in type before it 
was paid for. 

*' He will be threatening the editor, or 
perhaps his deputy, with an action at law, 
eh. Miss Lucy ? " 

" George will be only too delighted to 
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see himself in print, I know. I should so 
much like to show him this.'' 

" I have no objection, but it is in Mr. 
•Mallelieu's hands now, and he must decide 
if he has the time to spare. Have you 
looked at the other proofs ? " 

Lucy had not yet done so, but she 
began to unroll them, and that she might 
do so better went to the table in the 
summer-house. 

'^I ought, perhaps, just to glance over 
them myself," said M. de Belleville ; and 
he sat down and hurriedly looked at sheet 
after sheet. 

A little while passed in this occupation, 
and then the Frenchman rolled up the 
papers and gave them to Lucy again. 

" You will remember what I said about 
them, will you not, Miss Lucy? Now, 
let me see ; what else is there? " 

The Frenchman looked before him in a 
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vague manner, and then, as if he had 
recollected something, opened the courier 
bag and brought out a handful of papers. 

Lucy had evidently seen something of 
the kind before, for she rose from the 
table and receded some paces. 

M. de Belleville did not seem to notice 
her ; he bent his eyes upon the papers as 
if intent on sorting them. 

"This one and this one. I am very 
sorry Mr. Mallelieu is not here to sign 
them instead, or I should not have asked 
you.'' 

Lucy made no movement. Erect and 
firm, she looked down at the Frenchman 
and his papers. 

"I beg Miss Lucy's pardon; did you 
reply?" 

" I did not ; but you know my answer 
well enough. I said before I would sign 
no papers of which I do not know the 
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contents ; I should not have signed the 
other one if my brother-in-law had not 
placed his name upon it." 

'*But I cannot get Mr. Mallelieu's 
signature in this instance. You yourseK 
say he is out of reach. What shall 
I do ? " 

"I do not know." 

**But why do you object to sign? 
This, like the other, is simply a bill for 
three hundred pounds which our printers 
and publishers are to hold as security. I 
have signed it, and I should be happy 
indeed if they were content with my 
name ; but it is the business custom, they 
say, of which I am thankful I know 
nothing, to have one or two other names, 
in case of death or misfortune. It is not 
I who ask, Miss Lucy ; I have no interest 
to serve in the whole aflfair but you 
and yours." The Frenchman rose and 



252 GEORGE VANBRUGH'S MISTAKE. 

threw the paper down in a disinterested 
manner. 

'^I cannot sign," said Lucy, firmly. 

"So be it, then. I might urge you 
for the sake of your brother-in-law, and 
for your own, but I shall not do so. 
To prove that I bear no ill will I 
shall forward the document as it stands, 
and our pubUshers must act as they 
please. I shall at least have done my 
utmost." 

Lucy was in an angle of the summer- 
house, behind the table, and when the 
Frenchman got up he barred her exit. It 
might have been an accident, but she 
noticed it none the less. 

"Do not say hereafter that I am to 
blame. Miss Lucy. The guarantee may 
not be wanted, and in that case all wUl 
go on as we anticipated ; but if not, it is 
you alone who are responsible, remember, 
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for depriving Mr. MalleKeu of his Kterary 
property." 

Lucy thought for the moment whether 
she should not act in the matter. Her 
sister and brother-in-law were the only 
people who had a claim upon her money. 
She intended to give them and their 
children the benefit of it, and why should 
she hesitate now to do so ? 

" I am in a hurry, Miss Lucy, but if 
you wish five minutes' reflection I will 
gladly spare them. At Jersey I shall be 
too far away to be of service, and it is 
uncertain when I return. Upon yourself, 
therefore, depends virtually the existence 
of our literary project.'' 

Perhaps if the wily Frenchman had not 
stepped between herself and escape, Lucy, 
despite the promise given George, might 
have been induced to affix her signature. 
But Lucy had too much spirit to brook 
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an insult ; and, as she farther considered 
the matter, ascribed her disposition to 
yield rather to fear than a desire to help 
her relatives. There could be no doubt 
about her companion's motive, he watched 
her so narrowly. De Belleville took up a 
pen. 

*' Well, Miss Lucy, are we to leave this 
unsigned, or have you reflected ? " He 
saw she had come to some sort of reso- 
lution. 

^'I have reflected." 

**I am so gladl " 

'' I shaU not sign I " 

The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders 
and put down the pen. 

" You cannot be in earnest ? " 

Lucy returned his fixed look. She was 
scared, perhaps, at his manner, but she 
was not afraid. Li strength she felt her- 
self a match for the man. 
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There was now no longer any pretence. 

''You mnst sign!" hissed the little 
fellow. 

'' Must ! " 

''Aye, must!" 

Lucy turned to see if she could not 
push past the tahle, hut there was no 
room. The only way was to advance 
against her white-lipped foe. 

" You cannot pass until you have 
signed." 

" Do you dare to stop me, sir ? " 

"One word — you do not understand 
me, Miss Medlicott. I am a desperate 
man. I am armed. Do not exasperate me. 
I must and will have your signature." 

" What if I refuse ? " 

" Then I will not he answerahle for 
my actions. It is too late now for gossip- 
ing; you must do as I tell you. I want 
the money badly." 
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^'Then it is not for the — the — maga- 
zine ? " cried the bewildered girl. She 
put her hands to her head to stay the 
throbbing. 

^' The magazine is all humbug, as you 
ought to know by this time. I am a 
swindler, a thief, what you will; but I 
must have the paper." 

The passionate man rapped the table 
impatiently at the thought that she did 
not yet understand him. 

" Humbug ? " gasped Lucy. 

" Yes, from beginning to end — of course 
it is. But enough of this fooling ; here is 
the pen. Quick." 

'' Never 1 " 

*' Don't provoke me to violence." 

^* Violence!" cried the girl. ^^I am 
only a woman, but I am a match for such 
a man as you. Stand out of my way, 
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sir." Lucy put forward her hands 
valiantly as she advanced. 

Like a oat, her lithe adversary sprang 
forward and caught her leffc arm in a vice. 
Before she could act, the arm was twisted 
round at her back. The pain was in- 
tense. 

"Villain! coward! you are breaking 
my arm ! " cried the tortured girl. " Let 
go — ^let go, I say ! ' ' 

"You have your right hand still dis- 
engaged. There is the pen." 

Lucy bit her hps to prevent a cry of 
anguish. She would stiU have refused, 
but delay only brought more torture. The 
tears streamed from her eyes, and her 
head rocked from very pain. 

There was no help for it. She bent 
down, her eyes almost blinded with the 
agony, and traced the letters, while her 
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torturer steadied the paper. Even then 
the rack was not relaxed while the fellow 
blotted the signature. 

Lucy, bent almost double with pain, 
had not seen a figure approach until it 
was close upon them; neither had her 
enemy, for he was busy with his dis- 
engaged hand returning the papers rapidly 
to his bag. But in an instant two men 
were locked together in close embrace, 
battling with the fierceness of a death- 
struggle. 

Poor Lucy stood for some moments 
with her arm behind her ; it hurt so, she 
could not believe the cause of torture 
had been removed. But she saw it was 
Job Hollings who had come to her assist- 
ance, and who was now struggling with 
all the tenacity of a bull-dog. The 
Frenchman had youth and agility on his 
side. Job was the heavier and more 
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robust of the two. The more active 
man strove to shake off his adversary 
again and again, but Job only clung the 
closer. 

The battle lasted but a few seconds, 
Although to Lucy, scared and frightened 
to a degree, it appeared hours. The 
Frenchman was flung into a comer, and 
called for mercy. 

*^My leg — ^my leg! remember my 
leg!" 

While Job foolishly desisted for a 
moment, the other quickly drew a re- 
volver from his breast and snapped it at 
poor Hollings. There was a crash and 
a cry, and the room was fiUed with 
smoke. 

Lucy had .seen the Frenchman dart 
out, catching up his bag in his flight, and 
had seen Job fall. There was a wound 
in his shoulder whence the blood was 
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flowing fast. Eunning through ther 
shrubbery into the house, she despatched 
the two servants for medical aid, and 
then proceeded hastily to do all she could 
towards staunching the wound. 
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CHAPTEE Xni. 

STOBMING A STBONGHOLD. 

Job Hollings fainted from loss of blood, 
but Lucy had a good deal of her sister's 
practical nature about her. She knew 
the servants could neither of them be 
back for an hour, and it might be longer 
ere one or other returned with a doctor, 
so there was but herself to rely upon. 
A couple of handkerchiefs and a muslin 
curtaiQ, hastily torn down for the pur- 
pose, were employed for a bandage ; and 
when this had been adjusted, Lucy be- 
thought herself of a stimulant for the 
patient. Fortunately both wine and 



262 GEORGE VANBRUGH'S MISTAKE. 

glasses were at hand in a cupboard of 
the summer-house, and there was no 
need to run all the way indoors for them. 

Job revived under this judicious treat- 
ment, but only to close his eyes again 
and groan painfully. Lucy asked if he 
were much hurt, and if she could ease 
him in any way ; but the only reply was^ 
* Let me be — ^let me be." 

So there was nothing but to watch and 
wait. She dared not leave the patient, 
and in her anxiety about his faintness 
administered from time to time small 
doses of wine — an attention, however, 
which only succeeded, again and again, 
in drawing forth the request to let 
him be. 

For the time she forgot all about the 
terrible Frenchman. Whether he made 
his exit by the lavender field or ran into 
the house she did not know; but now. 
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as she sat watoliing Job, her head grew 
sick and dizzy, and the scene she had 
witnessed was enacted over and over 
again. What a change had come about 
within the last hour ! What a terrible 
revelation ! And as the minntes passed, 
here was a man dying at her feet. 
Would they never come? 

There were others besides Lucy who 
were weary of waiting. Ferdy and Wat, 
left by themselves in the nursery, climbed 
to the window repeatedly to see if any 
one were coming, after having exhausted 
every pastime they knew. Wat, indeed, 
would have cried out long ago if it had 
not been for the toothings of the philo- 
sopher. 

*^I want my mamma, I does," whim- 
pered Wat, for the twentieth time. 

*^ Here's soft pussy; you cuddle her," 
was the consolation offered. 
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Pussy had rather a hard time of it. 
She had been apportioned a Punch-book, 
a whip, and some bricks for her separate 
amusement ; but since her fur oflfered the 
only solace to Wat's chubby face it was 
in constant requisition. 

" Poor pussy ! poor pussy ! " continued 
the phHosopher, with a view of stiU 
further distracting Wat's thoughts. 
"When pussy catches some mice, we'll 
put them into traps, won't we?" 

The brothers caressed pussy to despera- 
tion, and the animal at last made a run 
for it, and jumped on a shelf out of reach. 

" I want my auntie Loo to come back, 
and uncle George," was Wat's plaint. 

" To play at pony, eh?" 

" Yes ; and we'll have whips and cater- 
pillars and pipes." 

Wat grew quite bright at the notion, 
but his brightness was only transitory. 
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'^ I want my mamma, I does," he cried, 
moving towards the door. 

The philosopher was at his wits' ends. 
He clasped his brother round the neck 
and hngged him close, hopping and 
jigging round him the while, as he 
uttered all sorts of endearments. 

Under this treatment Wat's fretful 
turn changed into sleepiness, and still 
awkwardly hugging his brother, the 
philosopher moved into a comer, where 
they sank down together. Despite the 
uncomfortable position, they soon dozed 
off, the philosopher renewing his caresses 
from time to time whenever Wat became 
restless, until at last " I want my mamma, 
I does," merged into sleepy incoherence. 

It was about this time that three men 
came up the gravel walk to the house. 
They were London poHcemen, and wore 
their rough overcoats, pretty good evi- 
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dence that they had been travelling since 
early morning. One of the men, a 
sergeant, turned the handle of the front 
door, and finding it fast, stationed one 
of his satellites thereat, while he and the 
other constable moved round to the back. 

Here was no opposition to their en- 
trance. The door into the garden stood 
wide open, and, looking in, there was 
the broad, empty hall before them. Some 
signs of disorder were apparent, for one 
of the servants, when despatched upon 
her errand, cast aside her apron and 
stove-gloves in the passage, wMle Mr. 
Mallelieu's garden hat had been thrown 
down from the stand. 

These objects appeared to exercise a 
disturbance in Mr. Sergeant's mind. Now 
that he could enter the house freely he 
seemed ho longer anxious to do so. 

" Looks suspicious, Jenkins, don't it ? '* 
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Jenkins gave a knowing jerk of his 
head. 

** Don't you think we had better have 
Swart round with us ? " 

But the constable was not quite so 
nervous as his chief, and had advanced 
a pace or two into the hall. He peeped 
down the passage leading to the kitchen. 

" Take care, Jenkins. That old woman 
at Femdale said he was always up here^ 
and this ramshackle house is not like his 
bit of a cottage, remember. There are 
lots of places about here where he can 
hide." 

" Then come in and shut the door." 

Jenkins evidently had a contempt for 
his superior. 

'*We shan't be able to see so well 
if I do." 

The sergeant did not close the retreat 
behind him, but, feeling bound to do 
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something, advanced cautiously into the 
hall, and slowly lifted the apron from the 
floor. As he placed it upon the hall table 
he saw a little silver tray, upon which 
lay a visitor's card. The sergeant took 
the card into his hand, and no sooner 
read it than he quickly retreated, and 
called under his breath to his subordinate* 

^^ This is the fellow, Jenkins, ' Moun- 
seer de Belleville, Dalebrook, Kent/ He 
must be here. Get Swart round at once ; 
or, at any rate, stop here till I come 
back. Swart speaks French, you know ; 
and it would be so awkward if we could 
not understand the fellow when we caught 
him.'' 

Constable Jenkins would have pro- 
tested again, but the sergeant was already 
on his way round to the front of the 
house in search of the other constable. 

Mr. Swart carried his truncheon in his 
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hand, and the sergeant a small pistol, 
attached to the wrist by a leathern thongs 
when they joined Constable Jenkins. 
Thus armed, they moved quietly up the 
passage. 

Jenkins had already explored the 
kitchen and cupboards, and now pene- 
trated dining-room and library, without 
making any discovery, the sergeant and 
Swart acting as rear-guard. 

*'What a strange thing there is nO' 
servant about ! I hate going into a place 
like this, not knowing what may turn up 
at any moment." 

The sergeant looked as if he spoke the 
truth. They had now completed a survey 
of the ground floor, and the leader was 
wiping his forehead with a red cotton 
handkerchief. 

^^ We'll go upstairs now," said Jenkins. 

**One moment. It's quite certain wa 
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have omitted nothing down here, I sup- 
pose ? " 

'' Quite/' 

*^ Well, wait an instant. Just listen if 
we can hear anything/' 

These measures brought no result, so 
the sergeant was fain to give the word 
to advance. The broad wooden stairs 
creaked terribly, for metropolitan police- 
men are not the most lightly shod beings 
in the world. 

Another halt on the landing, for the 
chief would not proceed a step further 
until he had lighted his lantern. There 

« 

were so many dark cupboards and closets 
to pry into that it was useless to go on 
unprovided with a light. But the lantern 
would never have been kindled had not 
Jenkins gone back to do it, for the 
sergeant's hands shook so and the pen- 
dant pistol made such a clatter that 
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assistance was absolutely necessary. The 
sergeant hung the lamp on his stiff 
leathern belt, so that he might have 
both hands free, and then pronounced 
himself fit and ready for action. 

The bedrooms were before them. 
Doors and windows stood wide open, 
and the sergeant was relieved to find 
the latter not very far removed from the 
ground, and that, moreover, there were 
lattice-work and creepers outside to 
facilitate the escape of any evil-minded 
person desirous of evading his pursuers. 
He became bolder after this, and actually 
led the way into some of the better- 
lighted rooms. 

But the sergeant's courage cooled as 
rapidly as it had grown. Jenkins sud- 
denly touched him on the arm and gave 
a significant look in the direction of a 
door which might otherwise have re- 
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mained unseen. The room was one that 
had been added to the house recently, 
and might easily escape the notice of 
persons going over the place for the 
first time. It was an apartment built 
out over the coach-house. 

^^ There is some one there," whispered 
Jenkins. ^^ I am certain I heard a move- 
ment." 

The sergeant drew back his force for 
a moment to consult. Each strained his 
ears to the utmost, but there was no 
renewal of the sound. It was the 
sergeant's proposition to knock loudly 
at the door and call out for it to be 
opened in the Queen's name, as he held 
a search-warrant and an order to arrest 
a Frenchman named De Belleville; but 
both Jenkins and Swart were averse to 
this course of action. Their advice was 
to attempt the arrest, as far as possible, 
unawares. 
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In the end this counsel prevailed ; and 
the sergeant having seen to his pistol 
and lantern, they once more advanced. 
Jenkins sprang at the door, but it proved 
to be locked. The noise they made was 
not lost on the person or persons inside, 
for there was a hurried rustling not to 
be mistaken. 

*^ Now, aU altogether ! burst it open I " 
cried Jenkins. 

The heavy constables threw their whole 
weight against the door, and it yielded. 
Without more ado the sergeant puUed 
off his helmet and thrust it in at the 
open door, apparently for the purpose of 
drawing the fire of those inside, did they 
feel disposed to shoot. 

Nothing followed this manoeuvre, and, 
after a pause, Jenkins pushed in past his 
chief. 

The other poHoemen followed, almost 
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filling the little apartment with their big 
burly forms. A cat, scared out of its 
wits, scampered past them, and its 
Btrange contortions called up a laugh 
from one of the comers of the room. 

It was the philosopher; not knowing 
whether to laugh or to cry at the strange 
scene before him, pussy had determined 
the result. Wat being but half awake, 
and still clasped in his brother's arms, 
did not care much about the matter one 
way or the other. 

The sergeant gravely made search in 
every comer of the apartment, behind a 
dappled rocking-horse, and round by 
Wat's big doll's house, — as if he were 
looking for more cats, the philosopher 
afterwards told auntie Loo. But nothing 
came of the search, so besiegers and 
besieged resumed their occupation of 
gazing at one another. 
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" Are you waiting for dinner ? " asked 
the philosopher, presently. 

The sergeant shook his head sternly. 

^' 'Cos we are." 

The sergeant consulted with his men 
for a minute or two, and then said, "Will 
you come down to dinner ? " 

'^No, we mustn't; for my mamma is 
not here." 
• " But are you not hungry ? " 

" Oh yes, we are hungry ; but we must 
wait till my mamma comes home." 

This ruse on the part of the police 
sergeant to entice the young gentlemen 
from their corner having failed, the 
besiegers consulted again. It was now 
the philosopher's turn to question. 

" Where you corned Jfrom ? " 

" From London." 

The philosopher was interested* 

" Did you went in a luggage train ? " 
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To this the sergeant made no reply, so 
Master Wat, who had been drawing a 
pink arm across his chubby face, hazarded 
the remark — 

" Cows goes in luggage trains, doesn't 
they ? " 

"Where's your mother and father?" 
asked Jenkins, good-humouredly, bending 
down on aU fours to get a better look at 
the prisoners. 

The elder was infinitely amused at this, 
and so was Wat. 

" That's like uncle George." 

" Uncle George I " echoed Wat, merrily. 
He pulled up his white socks in satis- 
faction, and then put himself on aU fours 
too. 

^^ No nonsense, Jenkins. I'U leave you 
two to search the house, and take these 
youngsters away." 
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"Take them away?" said the aston- 
ished Jenkins. 

" Well, we can't leave them here, can 
we ? " cried the sergeant, snappishly. 
" They have all made a clean bolt of it 
evidently, and deserted the kids." 

The constables looked at one another, 
but as there was nothing else to suggest, 
the sergeant had his own way. 

"Besides, it will be well to show we 
have done something. I hate coming 
back from a job of this kind empty- 
handed." 

Jenkins took off his helmet and 
scratched his head. He looked at the 
prisoners and he looked at the sergeant. 
" It's hardly what we've come after." 

" What do you mean, Jenkins ? These 
people at Lanthradyne are most likely 
accomplices of the Frenchman, and if 
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anything turned up in our search we 
should have been justified in arresting 
them. You and Swart will continue 
your work and join me at the station." 

The children were given to understand 
that if they went with the sergeant they 
would see mamma; and the philosopher 
having found a straw hat for himself, and 
an old Scotch bonnet many sizes too 
large for Wat, they soon stood ready for 
departure. Downstairs they went, the 
philosopher briskly leading the way, and 
Wat's red legs descending one step at a 
time as fast as they could. Arrived at 
the front door, however, the sergeant, 
standing there in his stiff long coat and 
leathern belt, ruthlessly seized a hand of 
each of his prisoners, and no longer 
permitted them to go at large. The 
philosopher screwed up his lips, and had 
hard work to stay tears from flowing, but 
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what was left uncovered of Wat's plump 
face and neck betokened no signs of fear. 
He looked up at the big, awkward form 
as they went along, and said — 

"Does you like to walk in the middle?" 
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whole of the magnificent Etchings on Steel, after drawings by M. 

Bida, in 4 vols., appropriately bound in cloth extra, price 3/. 3^. each. 

Also the four volumes in two, bound in the best morocco, by Suttaby, 

extra gilt edges, 18/. i&r., half-morocco, 12/. \2s. 

" Bida's Illustrations of the Gospels of St. Matthew and St. John have already 
received here and elsewhere a full recognition of their great merits." — Times. 

Biographies of the Great Artists^ Illustrated. This Series is 
issued in the form of Handbooks. Each is a Monograph of a Great 
Artist, and contains Portraits of the Masters, and as many examples 
of their art as can be readily procured. They are Illustrated with from 
16 to 20 Full-page Engravings. Cloth, large crown 8vo, 3^. 6^. per 
Volume. 

Titian. Bubens. Tlntoret and Veronese. 

Bembrandt* Leonardo. Hoflrartb. 

Bapbael. Turner. Miobelanflrelo. 

Van Dyck and Hals. Tbe Little Masters. Beynolds. 

Holbein. Delaroohe&Vemet. Gainsborougb. 

fiffTire Painters of Holland. 

" A deserring Series, based upon recent German publications. ^^—Edinhurgh 
Reoiew. 
** Most thoroughly and tastefully editt±**—Spectator, 

Black ( IVm.) Three Feathers. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

■ Lady SUverdaUs Sweetheart^ and other Stories, i vol., 
small post Svo, 6s. 

■ KUmeny : a Novel. Small post 8vo, cloth, ds. 

■ In Silk Attire. 3rd Edition, stnall post 8vo, 6s. 

— — A Daughter of Ileth. nth Edition, small post Svo, 6s. 

■ Sunrise, 15 Monthly Parts, is, each. 
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Blackmore (jR. D.) Loma Doom. loth Edition, cr. 8vo, 6j. 

— — Alice Lorraine, i vol., small post 8vo, 6th Edition, 6x. 

Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s, 

Cradock NowelL New Edition, 6j. 

Cripps the Carrier, 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6j. 

Mary Anerley. 3 vols., 31 J. 6d, 

Erema; or^ My Father's Sin. With 12 Illustrations, 

small post 8vo, 6j. 

Blossoms from the Kin^s Garden : Sermons for Children, By 
the Rev. C. Bosaj^quet. 2nd Edition, small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6/. 

Blue Banner (The); or. The Adventures of a Mussulman^ a 
Christian, and a Pagan, in the time of the Crusades and Mongol 
Conquest. Translated from the French of Lf:oN Cahun. With 
Seventy-six Wood Engravings. Imperial l6mo, cloth, gilt edges, 
7j. td, ; plainer binding, 5J. 

Bofs Froissart (The), is, 6d, See " Froissart." 

Brave Janet: A Story for Girls, By Alice Leb. With 
Frontispiece by M. Ellen Edwards. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. dd. 

Brave Men in Action, By S. J. Mackenna. Crown 8vo, 

480 pp., cloth, loj. 6^. 
Brazil: the Amazons^ and the Coast, By Herbert H, Smith. 

With 115 Full-page and other Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 650 pp., 2ix. 

Brazil and tJu Brazilians, By J, C. Fletcher and D. P. 
Kidder. 9th Edition, Illustrated, %so^ 21s. ^ 

Breton Folk: An Artistic Tour in Brittany. By Henry 
Blackburn, Author of ** Artists and Arabs," •* Normandy Pictu- 
resque," &c. With 171 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott. 
Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2is, 

British Goblins : Welsh Folk-Lore^ Fairy Mythology^ Legends^ 
and Traditions. By Wirt Svkes, United States Consul for Wales. 
With Illustrations by J. H. Thomas. This account of the Faiiy 
Mythology and Folk-Lore of his Principality is, by permission, dedi- 
cated toll.R.H. the Prince of Wales. Second Edition. 8vo, i&r. 

British Philosophers. 

Btukle (Henry Thomas) Tlie Life and Writings of By Alfred 
Henry Huth. With Portrait. 2 vols., demy 8vo. 

Bumaby (Capt.) See " On Horseback." 

Bumham Beeches (Heathy F, G.). With numerous Illustrations 

and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, g^lt ed^es, jr. 6d. Second Edition. 
" WritiD|; with even more than his usual brilliancy, Mr. Heath here gives the 

E;iblic an interesting monograph of the splendid old trees. . , . This charming 
ttlc work,"^CMe. 



List of Fublicatiofis, 



Butler ( W. F,) The Great Lone Land; an Account of the Red 
River Expedition, 1869-70. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj. dd, 

The Wild North Land; the Story of a Winter Journey 

"with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy Svo, cloth, with 
numerous Woodcuts and a Map, 4th Edition, i&r. Cr. Svo, yj. 6</. 
Akim-foo : the History of a Failure, Demy Svo, cloth, 



2nd Edition, 16;. Also, in crown Svo, 7j. 6^. 

nADOGAN {Lady A.) Illustrated Gaines of Patience, 
^ Twenty- four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text. Foolscap 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3rd Edition, I2J. (yd, 

Caldecott (F,). See " Breton Folk." 
Carbon Process {A Manual of). See Liesegang. 
Ceramic Art, See Jacquemart. 

Changed Cross {The\ and other Religious Poems. i6mo, 2s, 6d, 
Chant Book Companion to the Book of Common Prayer, Con- 
sisting of upwards of 550 Chants for the Daily Psalms and for the 
Canticles ; also Kyrie Eleisons, and Music for the Hymns in Holy 
Communion, &c. Compiled and Arranged under the Musical Editor- 
ship of C. J. Vincent, Mus. Bac. Crown Svo, 2j. td, ; Organist's 
Edition, fcap. 4to, 5^. 

0/ various Editions of Hymnal Companion, Lists will be forwarded on 

amplication. 

Child of tlie Cavern {TTie) ; or. Strange Doings Underground, 
By Jules Verne. Translated by W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous 
Illustrations. Sq. cr. Svo, gilt edges, *]s. 6d. ; cl., plain edges, 5x. 

Child's Play, with 16 Coloured Drawings by E. V. B. . Printed 

on thick paper, with tints, Js, 6d, 

JVew, By E. V. B, Similar to the above. See New. 

Children's Lives and How to Preserve Them ; or, The Nursery 
Handbook. By W. LoMAS, M. D. Crown Svo, cloth, 5j. 

Children's Magazine, Illustrated. See St Nicholas. 

Choice Editions of Choice Books, 2s, 6d, each, Illustrated by 
C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., E. Duncan, Birket 
Foster, J, C. Horsley, A.R.A., G. Hicks, R.Redgrave, R.A., 
C. Stonehouse, F. Tayler, G. Thomas, H. J. Townshend, 
E. H. Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c 



Bloomfield's Farmer's Boy. 
CampbelPs Pleasures of Hope. 
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard. 
Keat's Eve of St. Agnes. 



Milton's UAUegro. 
Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir. 
Rogers' (Sam. ) Pleasures of Memory. 
Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen. 
Elizabethan Poets. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet." — AthenaHm, 
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Christ in Song. By Dr. Philip Schaff. A New EditioD, 

Revised, cloth, gilt edges, 6;. 

Cobbeti (William). A Biography. By Edward Smith. 2 
vols., crown 8vo, 25^. 

Comedy {TTie) 0/ Europe ^ i860 — 1890. A retrospective and 

prospective Sketch. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Conflict of Christianity with Heathenism. By Dr. Gerhard 

Uhlhorn. Edited and Translated from the Third German Edition 
by G. C. Smyth and C. J. H. Ropes. Svo, cloth extra, lor. dd. 

Continental Tour of Eight Days for Forty-four Shillings, By 
a Journey-man. i2mo, u. 

"The book is simply deHghtfuI."-5//r/<t/<^. 

Corea {The). See " Forbidden Laud." 

Covert Side Sketches: Thoughts on Huntings with Different 
Packs in Different Countries. By J. N e v irr Firr ( H . 11 . of the Sporting 
CazetUf late of the Field), 2nd Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, lor. 6^. 

Crade-Land of Arts and Creeds ; or^ Nothing New under the 
Sun. By Charles J. Stone, Barrister-at-law, and late Advocate, 
High Courts, Bombay, Svo, pp. 420, cloth, 14/. 

Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, ds. See Blackmore. 

Cruise of H,M.S: " Challenger'' ( The). By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy Svo, cloth, 
iSj. Cheap Edition, crown Svo, some of the Illustrations, ^s. 6d. 

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket, By Dr. Ernest 
CANDibZE. Translated by N. D'Anvers. With numerous fine 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, *is. 6d. 

r\ANA (R. II) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four 
-^-^ years After. Revised Edition with Notes, i2mo, 6j. 

Daughter (A) of Heth. By W. Black. Crown Svo, 6x. 

Day of My Life {A) ; or, Every Day Experiences at Eton. 
By an Eton Boy, Author of ** About Some Fellows." i6mo, cloth 
extra, 2s, 6d. 6th Thousand. 

Day out of the Life of a Little Maiden (A) : Six Studies from 
Life. By Sherer and Engler. Large 4to, in portfolio, 5^. 

Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown Svo, 6x. 

Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. 350 pp., square i6mo, and 22 full-page Illustrations. 
Cloth, gilt edges, yj. dd. 

Dick Sands y the Boy Captain. By Jules Verne. With 

nearly ico Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, loj. dd. 
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Dodge (Mrs. M,) Hans Brinker; or^ the Silver Skates. An 
entirely New £dition, with 59 Full-page and other Woodcuts. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5j. ; Text only, paper, is. 

Dogs of Assize. A Legal Sketch-Book in Black and White. 
Containing 6 Drawings by Walter J. Allen. Folio, in wrapper, 6s, &/. 



j^IGHT 



Cousins. See Alcott. 



Eldmuir: An Art-Story of Scottish Home-Life^ Scenery ^ and 
Incident. By Jacob Thompson, Jun. Illustrated with Engravings 
after Paintings of Jacob Thompson. With an Introductory Notice 
by Llewellynn Jewitt, F.S.A., &c. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, I4f. 

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6j, 

Embroidery {Handbook of). By L. Higgin. Edited by Lady 
Marian Alford, and published by authority of the Royal School of 
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders, 
&c. Crown 8vo, ^. 

English Catalogue of Books (Tlie). Published during 1863 to 

1 87 1 inclusive, comprising also important American Publications. 30;. 
%* Of the previous Volume, 1835 to 1862, very few remain on 
sale ; as also of the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857. 

■ Supplements^ "^^^h 1864, 1865, 3^. 6d. each; 1866 

to 1880, 5x. each. 

English Writers, Chapters for Self-Improvement in English 
Literature. By the Author of "The Gentle Life," 6j. ; smaller 
edition, 2s, td, 

English Philosophers. A Series of Volumes containing short 
biographies ol the most celebrated English Philosophers, designed to 
direct the reader to the sources of more detailed and extensive criticism 
than the size and nature of the books in this Series would permit. 
Though not issued in chronological order, the series will, when 
complete* constitute a comprehensive history of English Philosophy. 
Two Volumes will be issued simultaneously at brief intervals, in square 
l6mo, price 2s. 6d, 

The following are already arranged: — 

Bacon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Logic in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Professor T. H. Green, Professor of Moral Philosophy, 

Oxford. 
Hamilton. Professor Monk, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin. 
J. S. Mill. Mios Helen Taylor, Editor of "The Works of 

Buckle," &C. 
Uanael. Rev. J. H. HUCKIN, D.D., Head Master of Repton. 
Adam Smith. Mr. J. A. Farrer, M.A., Author of "Primitive 

Manners and Customs." 
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English Philosophers, continued: — 

Hobbes. Mr. A. H. GossET, B. A., Fellow of New Colleee, Oxford. 
Bentbam. Mr. G. £. Buckle, M. A., Fellow of All SonV, Ozfoni 
Austin. Mr. Harry Johnson, B.A., late Scholar of Queen*s 

College, Oxford. 
Hartley. ") Mr. E. S. Bowen, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
Jamoa Mill. ) Oxford. 

Erchomenon ; or^ The Republic of Materialism. Small post 
8vo, cloth, 5/. 

Erema; or, My Fathet^s Sin, See Blackmore. 

Eton. See " Day of my Life/' " Out of School," " About Some 
Fellows." 

Evans (C.) Over the Hills and Far Away. By C. Evans. 

One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ioj. 6^. 
A Strange Friendship. Crown 8vo, cloth, sx. 

"pAMILY Prayers for Working Men. By the Author of 
■^ " Steps to the Throne of Grace." With an Introduction by the 

Rev. E. H. Bickerstetii, M.A. Cloth, u. ; sewed, 6^. 

Fein Paradise (Thi): A Pleaforthe Culture of Ferns. By F. G. 

Heath. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated with Eighteen 

full-page, numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of Ferns and 

Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, \zs. 6ii. Sixth 

Edition. In 12 Parts, sewn, is. each. 

" This charming Volume will not only enchant the Fern-lover, but will also 
please and instruct the general xts^tx y^Sptctator, 

Fern World {The). By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 

Species of British Fern, printed from Nature ; by several full-page 

Engravings. Cloth, gilt, oth Edition, I2s. 6d. In 12 parts, is. eacn. 

" Mr. Hbath has really given us good, well-written descriptions of our native 
Ferns, with indications of tneir habitats, the conditions under which they grow 
naturally, and under which they may be cultivated." — Athenaum. 

Fetv {A) Hints on Proving Wills, Enlarged Edition, is. 

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar. By F. Julien. 
Being ah Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Grammaire,'' by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., is. 

Five Years in Minnesota, By Maurice Farrar, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6/. 

Flooding of the Sahara (The). See Mackenzie. 

Food for the People ; or, Lentils and other Vegetable Cookery. 
By E. £. Orlebak. lliird Thousand. Small post 8vo, boards, is. 



List of Publications. 1 1 



A FooPs Errand, By One of the Fools. Crown 8vo, cloth 
. extra, 5j. 

Footsteps of the Master, See Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). 

Forbidden Land {A) : Voyages to the Corea, By G. Oppert. 
Numerous Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 2ix. 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction, Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, 3^. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies, Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College, Oxford, and formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Country being treated of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject. 
The Volumes will average 180 crown 8vo pages, will contain Maps, 
and, in some cases, a few typical Illustrations. 

The following Volumes are in preparation ;— 
Denmark and Iceland. 
Greece. 
Switzerland. 
Austria. 

Franc {Maude Jeane), The following form one Series, small 

post 8vo, in uniform cloth bindings : — 

Emily s •Choice, 55. 

HaWs Vineyard, 45. 

John^s Wife : a Story of Life in South Australia. 4s. 



Russia. 


Canada. 


Persia. 


Sweden and Norway. 


Japan. 
Peru. 


The West Indies. 


New Zealand.' 



- Marian ; or^ the Light of Some On^s Home^ 55. 
— Silken Cords atid Iron Fetters. 41. 
Vermont Vale, ^s, 
Minnies Mission, 4f. 
Little Mercy. 51. 
Beatrice Melton, 4X. 



Friends and Foes in the Transhei : An Englishwomat^s Experi- 
ences during the Cjme Frontier War of 1877-8. By Helen M. 
PRICHARD. Crown 8vo, cloth, lOf. 6d. 

Froissart {The Bofs). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume will 
be fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth, *js, 6d. 

Funny Foreigners and Eccentric Englishmen. 16 coloured 
comic Illustrations for Children. Fcap. folio, coloured wrapper, 4/. 
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r\AMES of Patience, See Cadog an. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 10/. 6/. 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price dr. each ; or in calf extra, price lar. 6</. ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2/. td, 
A Reprint (with the exception of " Familiar Words " and "Other 
People's Windows "; has been issued in very neat limp cloth binding! 
at 2s. 6d. each. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 

of Gentlemen and Gentle women« 2 1st Edition. 

" Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in everx house."" 
Chamber^ Jonrttalm 

About in the World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy v^aL**^Mffrm' 
ing Pott. 

Like unit Christ. A New Translation of Thomas ^ Kempis* 

" De Imitatione ChristL " 2nd Edition. 

" Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume im 
never seen." — lilttstrated London Newt. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 

book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 

that have become embedded in the English language. 3rd and 

enlarged Edition, dr. 

"The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have .met ynAi!*^lfoUs amd 
Qu4riet, 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of "The Gentle Life." With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 

** We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large diciila^ 
tion for this handsome attractive book." — Uluttrated Timet. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir Philip 
Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author of "The Gentle Life." 7/. 6^. 
"All the best things are retjuned intact in Mr. Friswell's tidxiaaaJ*'— Examiner, 

The Gentle Life. 2nd Series, 8th Edition. 

" There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribttte in some 
measure xo the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily Newt, 

The Silent Hour: Essays^ Original and Selected. By the 

Author of *' The Gentle Life." 3rd Edition. 
"All who possess 'The Gentle Life ' should own this volume." — Standard, 

Half Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons, 

By J. IIAIN Friswkll. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6/. 

Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

"To all who have neglected to read and study their native literature we would 
certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting '\fi^XQ^^xcXw^.**— Examiner, 
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The Gentle Life Series (continued) : — 

Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 

"llie chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd views of 
human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail to be 
amused. " — Morning Post. 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer, Being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Preu. zs. (xi. 

Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. By 
W. Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, is, 6d, ; gilt edges, 3^. (>d, 

Gilpin's Forest Scenery, Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 

post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fern 
World" and **Our Woodland Trees." 12s, 6d. 

"Those who know Mr. Heath's Voluines on Ferns, as well as his 'Woodland 
Trees/ and his little work on ' Bumham Beeches,' will understand the enthusiasm 
with which he has executed his task. . . . The Volume deserves to be a favourite 
in the boudoir as well as in the library." — Saturday Review, 

Gordon {J. E, H.), See " Four Lectures on Electric Induc- 
tion," ** Physical Treatise on Electricity," &c. 

Goujfk. The Royal Cookery Bgok. By Jules Gouffb ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse Gouff£, Head 
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. 161 Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2s. 

Domestic Ekiition, half-bound, \os, 6d, 

" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has eve been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mail Gazette. 

Gouraud {Mdlle,) Four Gold Pieces. Numerous Illustrations. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2x. (xi. See also Rose Library. 

Government of M, Thiers. By Jules Simon. Translated from 

the French. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra^ 32 j. 
Great Artists. See Biographies. 
Greek Grammar. See Waller. 
Guizofs History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous. Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
5 vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 24r. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
students of history." — Times. 

'■ MassorCs School Edition, The 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c. 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full -page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
I vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra^ loj. 6^, 



14 Sampson Low^ Marsion^ &* CoJs 



Guizof 5 History of England, In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 
containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gil^ 
a4r. eadu 

"For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of illustration, these 
volumeSp of which but one has as vet appeared in English, will hold their ^ovm 
against any production of an age so luxunous as our own in everything, typography 
not excepted"— 7*/m^/. 

Guyon {Mde,) Life. By Upham. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6j. 

ZJANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 

■ of Embroidery ; which see. 

' to the Principal Schools of England, See Practical. 

Half Hours of Blind Man's Holiday ; or. Summer and Winter 
Sketches in Black & White. By W. W. Fenn. 2 vols., cr. 8vo, 2^. 

Half-Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons. 

By J. Hain Friswell. Small post 8vo, 6s. ; Smaller Edition, 2s. dd, 

Hall{W. W,) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims^ 
Physical, Mental, and Moral By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D, 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Second Edition. 

Hans Brinker; or, the Silver SkUtes. See Dodge. 

Have la Vote? A Handy Book for the Use of the People, 

on the Qualifications conferring the Right of Voting at County and 
Borough Parliamentary Elections. With Forms and Notes. By 
T. H. Lewis, B.A., LL.B. Paper, 6d. 

Heart of Africa. Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1871. By Dr. 
Georg Schweinfukth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 15/. 

Heath {Francis George). See " Fern World," " Fern Paradise," 
"Our Woodland Trees,'* "Trees and Ferns;" "Gilpin's Forest 
Scenery," "Bumham Beeches," "Sylvan Spring," &c 

Heher's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
of ICO beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7^. (xl. 
Morocco, 18/. 6d. and2ij. An entirely New Edition. 

Hector Servadac. See Verne. \os. 6d, and 5^, 

Heir of Kilfinnan {The). New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 
Author of "Snoe Shoes and Canoes," "With Axe and Rifle," &a 
With Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges, ^s. 6d. 

History and Handbook of Photography. Translated from the 
French of Gaston Tissandier.' Edited by J. Thomson. Imperial 
l6mo, over 300 pages, 70 Woodcuts, and Specimens of Prints by the 
best ]?ermanent Processes. Second Edition, with an Appendix by 
the late Mr. Henry Fox Talbot. Cloth extra, 6f. 



List of Publteatums, 1 5 



History of a Crime {The) ; Deposition of an EyMifitmss. By 
Victor Hugo. 4 vols., crown 8vo, 42J. Cheap Editioiiy i toL, dr. 

England, See GuizoT. 

France, See Guizot. 

of Russia, ee Rambaud. 

Merchant Shipping, See Lindsay. 

United States. 5^^ Bryant. 

— — Ireland, Standish O'Grady. Vols. I. and II., Jj. 6d, 

each. 

American Literature, By M. C. Tyler. Vols. !• 



and II., 2 vols, 8vo, 241. 

History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power, With 
several hundred Illustrations. By Alfred Barlow. Royal Svo, 
cloth extra, i/. 5^. Second Edition. 

Hitherto, By the Author of" The Gayworthys." New Edition, 

cloth extra, jx. dd. Also, in Rose Library, 2 vols., 2s, 

Home of the Eddas, By C. G. Lock. Demy 8vo, cloth, i6f. 

How to Live Long, See Hall. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, 5x. 
" Worthy of ercry one's attention, whether old or young.**— G^ni/AiV. 

Hugo ( Victor) ''Ninety-Three:* Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Toilers of the Sea, Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 6s, ] fancy 

boards, 2s, ; cloth, 2s, 6d. ; On large paper with all the original 
Illustrations, lOf. (ki. 



See " History of a Crime." 



Hundred Greatest Men {The), 8 vols., containing 15 to 20 

Portraits each, 21s. each. See below. 

"Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to issue an important 'International* 
work, entitled, 'THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN :^ being the Lives and 
Portraits of the lOo Greatest Men of History, divided into Eight Classes, each Class 
to form a Monthl]|r Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributor! 
being Dban Stanlry, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froudb, and Professor Max 
Mt^LLBR: in Germany, Professor Hblmholtz: in France, MM. Tainb and 
Kenan ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductbns 
from fine and rare Steel 'Exietzyme&,'*— Academy, 

Hygiene and Public Health {A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth, one guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

BiCKERSTETH. 
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ILLUSTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education, A Series 
* of Monthly Volumes preparii^ fox publication. Edited by Edward 
J. PoYNTER, R.A., Director for Ait, Science and Art Department. 

The first Volumts^ large crown Svo, cloth^ 31. 6t/. each^ will be issued in thg 

following divisions : — 

PAINTING. 

OIamIo and Italian. | French and Spanish. 

German, Slemlah, and Dutch. | EnfflUh and American. 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Olassic and Barly Christian. | Gothic, Benalssance, A Modem. 

SCULPTURE. 

Classic and Oriental. | Benalssance and Uodem. 

ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Colour. I Architectural Ornament. 



Illustrations of China and its People, By J. Thompson 

F.R.G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3/. 3/. 

Jn my Indian Garden. By Phil Robinson. With a Preface 
by Edwin Arnold, M. A., C.S. I., &c. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3;. td. 

Involuntary Voyage (An), Showing how a Frenchman who 

abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents 

driven round the World. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown 
8vo, cloth extra, ys, 6d, 

Irish Bar. Comprising Anecdotes, Bon-Mots, and Bio- 
graphical Sketches of the Bench and Bai of Ireland. By J. Roderick 
O'Flanagan, Barrister-at-Law. Crown Svo, 12s, Second Edition. 

^ACKandym. By Miss Alcott. Small post Svo, cloth, 

J gilt edges, 5/. 

Jacquemart (A.) History of t/ie Ceramic Art, By Albert 
Jacquemart. With 200 Woodcuts, 12 Steel -plate Engravings, and 
1000 Marks and Monograms. Translated by Mrs. Bury Palliser. 
Super-royal Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2%s, 

Jimmy's Cruise in the Pinafore, See Alcott. 
J^AFIRLAND : A Ten Months Campaign. By Frank N. 

"^ ^ Streatfield, Resident Magistrate in KafTraria, and Commandant 
of Native Levies during the Kaffir War of 1878. Crown Svo, clolli 
extra, yj. (>d. 

Keble Autograph Birthday Book (The). Containing on each left- 
hand page the date and a selected verse from Keble*s hymns. 
Imperial svo, with 12 Floral Chromos, omamenttd binding, giltedgesi 
15/. 
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Khedives Egypt {The) ; or^ The old House of Bondage under 
New Masters. By Edwin de Leon. Illustrated. Demy 8vo, %s, 6d, 

King^s Rifle (The^: From the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean; 
Across Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi AfHuents, 
&C. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full- page and about 100 
smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and i large one. Demy 8vo. 

Kingston {W. H, G.). See " Snow-Shoes." 

Child of the Cavern, 

Two Supercargoes. 

With Axe and Rifle. 

Begum*s Fortune. 

■ — Heir of Kilfinnan, 
Dick Cheveley. 

• 

T A DY Silver daUs Sweetheart. 6s. See Black. 
Letiten Meditations. In Two Series, each complete in itself. 

By the Rev. Claude Bosanquet, Author of *• Blossoms from the 
King's Garden." i6mo, cloth, First Series, u. 6</. ; Second Series, 2j. 

Lentils. See " Food for the People." 

Uesegang {Dr. Paul £.) A Manual of the Carbon Process of 
Photography. Demy Svo, half- bound, with Illustrations, 4^*. 

Life and Letters of the Honourable Charles Sumner {Tlie). 
2 vols., royal Svo, cloth. Second Edition, 36r. 

Lindsay ( W. 5.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps and Charts. In 4 vols., 
demy Svo, cloth extra. Vols. I and 2, 2ij'. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24J. each. 

Lion Jack: a Story of Perilous Adventures amongst Wild Men 
and Beasts. Showing how Menageries are made. By P. T. Barnum. 
With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, price 6^. 

Little King; or, the Taming of a Young Russian Count. By 
S. Blandy. 64 Illustrations. Crown Svo, gilt edges, *js. 6d. ; plainer 
binding, 5/. 

Little Mercy; or, For Better for Worse. By Maude Jeanne 
Franc, Author of "Marian*" "Vermont Vale," &c., &c. Small 
post Svo, cloth extra, 4r. Second Edition. 

Long {Col. C. ChailU) Central Africa. Naked Truths of 
Naked People : an Account of Expeditions to Lake Victoria Nyanza 
and the Maoraka Niam-Niam. Demy Svo, numerous Illustrations, i&r. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. New Edition, crown Svo, boards, coloured 

wrapper, 2J. 
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Ltmh German Series^' 

1. The niustrated Oerman Primer. Being the easiest introductum 

to the study of German for all beginners, is, 

2. The Children** own G-erman Book. A Selection of Amusing 

and Instructive Stories in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner« 
Small post 8vo, cloth, is, 6d, 

3. The First G-erman Beader« for Children from Ten to 

Fourteen. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissnkr. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, I/. 6d. 

4. The Second German Header. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner. 

Small post 8vo, cloth, is, 6d, 

BuchheinCs Deutsche Prosa, Two Volutnes^ sold separately i — 

5. Schiller'8 Prosa. Containing Selections from the Prose Works 

of Schiller, with Notes for English Students. By Dr. BUCHHEIM, 
Small post 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

6. Goethe's Prosa. Selections from the Prose Works of Goethe, 

with Notes for English Students. By Dr. Buchheim. Small 
post 8vo, 3J. 6d, 

Lou^s International Series of Toy Books, 6d, each ; or 
Mounted on Linen, is, 

1. Little Fred and his Fiddle, from Asbjomsen^s "Norwegian 

Fairy Tales." 

2. The Lad and the North Wind, ditto. 

3. The Pancake, ditto. 

Louies Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 
bound uniformly in cloth extra, price *js, 6d, 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, CB. 

3. How I found Livingrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Befflon. By C. R. Mark- 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, los. 6d.) 

5. A Whalinff Cruise to Baffin's Bay and the Gulf of Boothia* 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. Campaigning on the Ozus. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F. 

Butler, C.B. 

8. Ocean to Ocean, By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Cruise of the ChaUengrer. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

10. Bchweinftirth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 15^. 

11, Throusrh the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley, i vol., 

lis, 6d, 
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Lati/s Standard Navels. Crown 8vo, 6s, each, cloth extra, 

2Ey Ijady GreensleeveB. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
«* Comin* through the Rye/^ ** Cherry Ripe," &c. 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. Black. With 
Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R,A. 

Kilmeny. A Novel. By W. Black. 

In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 

Lady Silverdale'e Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

History of a Crime : The Story of t'.ic Coup d'6tat. By Victor ^ 
Hugo. 

Alice Ijorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Ijoma Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. 8th Edition. 

Cradock Nowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Clara Vauffhan. By R. X). Blackmore. 

Cripps the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Erema ; or My Father's Sin. By R. D. Blackmore. • 

Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. Illustra- 
tions. See also Rose Library. 

The Afgrhan Knife. By R. A. Stern dale, Author of '* Seonee." 

A French Heixess in her own Chateau. By the author of " One 

Only," "Constantia," &c. Six Illustrations. 
Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 
My Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecuer Stowe. 
Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell. 
Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
Foffanuc People, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. Beecher 

Stowe. 
A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashei« Hoey. 

LoTi/s Handbook to the Charities of London, Edited and 
revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of " A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. is, 

Ji/TACGAHAN (J, Ai) Campaigning on the Oxus, and the 
-* '^ Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations, 4th Edition, 
small post 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, 6d, 

Macgregor {John) ^^ Rob Roy^^ on the Baltic, 3rd Edition, 

small post 8vo, 2j. dd. 

—T A Thousand Miles in the "Rob Roy^^ Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2s, 6d, 
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Macgregor {John) Description of the ^^Roh Rof CanoCy with 
Plans, &c, \s, 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl " Rob Roy,'' New 

Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post 8vo, 5^.; 
boards, 2x. td, 

Mackenzie (I>). The Flooding of the Sahara. By Donald 
Mackenzie. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, lOf. 6^. 

Macquoid{Mrs,) Elinor Dry den. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Diane. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Magazine {Illustrated) for Young People. See "St. Nicholas." 

Markham {C. R.) The Threshold of tlu Unknoivn Region. 
• Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, los. 6d. 

Maury {Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and P^nlargement of his former 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, dr. 

Memoirs of Madame de Remusat^ 1802 — 1 808. By her Grand- 
son, M. Paul de Rem us at, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cash el 
HoEY and and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de Remusat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life ot Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols. 32J. 

Men of Mark : a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price I J. 6^. monthly. Vols. I., II., III., and IV., handsomely 
bound, cloth, gilt edges, 25J. each. 

Michael Strogoff. loj. 6^. and 55. iS^^ Verne. 

Mitford {Miss). See " Our Village." 

Montaign^s Essays. See " Gentle Life Series." 

My Brother Jack ; or. The Story of Whatiyecallem. Written 
by Himself. From the French of Alphonse Daudet. Illustrated 
by P. Philippoteaux. Imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, is. td. ; 
plainer binding, 5j. 

My Lady Greensleenes. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 

"Comin' through the Rye," "Cherry Ripe,*' &c. I vol. edition, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. 
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My Rambles in the New World, By Lucien Biart, Author of 
**The Adventures of a Young Naturalist." Numerous full-page 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6^. ; plainer 
binding, 5j. 

Mysterious Island, By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, 3^. 6^. each ; elaborately bound, gilt 
edges, *js. (yd, each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Illustrations, 
cloth, gilt, 25, ; paper, \5, each. 



A TARES {Sir G. S,, K, C,B) Narrative of a Voyage to the 
^ ^ Polar Sea during 1875-76, in H.M.'s Ships "Alert" and " Discovery." 
By Captain Sir G. S. Nares, R. N. , K. C. B. , F. R.S. Published by per- 
mission of the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty. "With Notes on 
the Natural Histoiy, edited by H. W. Feilden, F.G.S., C.M.Z.S., 
F.R.G.S., Naturalist to the Expedition. Two Volumes, demySvo, with 
numerous Woodcut Illustrations, Photographs, &c. 4th Edition, 2/. 25. 

National Music of the World. By the late Henry *F. Chor- 

LEY. Edited by H. G. Hewlett. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8j. dd, 

*' What I have to offer are not a few impressions, scrambled together in the haste 
of the moment, but are the result of many years of comparison and experience."— 
From the Author* s *' Prelude: 



ti 



New Child s Play (A), Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 125, 6d, 

New Guinea {A Few Months in). By Octavius C. Stone, 

F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations from the Author's own 
Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth, 125. 

New Ireland. By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols., 

demy 8vo, 3CXr. Cheaper Edition, i vol., crown 8vo, 8j. 6^. 

New Novels. Crown 8vo, cloth, los. 6d, per voL : — 

KCary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore, Author of " Loma Doone,** 
&c. 3 vols. 

The S^ters. By G. Ebers, Author of "An Egyptian Princess." 
2 vols., i6mo, 2s. each. 

Countess Daphne. By Rita, Authoress of "Vivienne " and "Like 
Dian's Kiss." 3 vols. 

Sunrise. By W. Black. In 15 Monthly Parts, u. each. 

Wait a Tear. By Harriet Bowra, Authoress of "A Young 
Wife's Story." 3 vols. 

Sarah de Beransrer. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols* 

The Braes of Yarrow. By C. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

Elaine's Story. By Maud Sheridan. 2 vols. 

Prince Fortune and His Friends. 3 vols. 
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Noble Words and Noble Deeds. Translated from the French of 
E. MULLER, by Dora Leigh. G>nUininfi; many Full-page Illnstn- 
tions by Philippoteaux. Square imperial idmo, cloth extra, 7/. 6m/. 

North American Review {I^)> Monthly, price 2s. 6d. 

Notes on Fish and Fishing, By the Rev. J. J. Mamley, M.A. 
With Illustrations, crown Svo, cloth extra, leatherette binding, lor. 6k/. 

Nursery Playmates {Prince of ), 217 Coloured pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6/. 



riBERAMMERGAU Passion Play. See "Art in the 

^^ Mountains." 

Ocean to Ocean: Sandford Flemings Expedition through 
Canadi in 1872. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With Illustra^ 

tions. Revised and enlarged Edition, crown 8vo, doth, 7/. 6k/. 

« 

Old-Fashioned Girl, See Alcott. 

Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. A Tale of Modem Life. By Mrs. 

Oliphant, Author of " The Chronicles of Carllngford," &c., &c. 
With Eight Full-page Illustrations, small post 8vo, doth extra, 61; 

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. Fred Burnabv, 
Royal Horse Guards, Author of "A Ride to Khiva." 2 vols., 
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38/. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, lOr. 6d. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua R^^ykolds. Fcap., cloth extra. 
New Edition— the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5/. 

Our Village. By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts 
of Figure Subjects and Scenes. Crown 4to, doth, gilt edges, 21/. 

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

dotli, gilt edges, uniform with "Fern World " and " Fern Paradise/' 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuti^ cloth, gilt edges, 12/. ^d. Third 

Edition. 

"The book, as a whole, meeto a diftinct oeed ; iff eogravingf an excellent, iu 
coloured leaves and leaflete singularly accurate, and both author and cagniTer 
appear to have been a ni m a t ed vy a kindred lore of their wki^&cX/*-^mturdaf 
AtvUw, 
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pAINTERS of All Schools, By Louis Viardot, and otjjier 

"^ Writers. 500 pp., super- royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller 
Engravings, cloth extra, 25J-. A New Edition is issued in Half- 
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 31J. 6d, 

Palliser (Mrs,) A History of Lace, from the Earliest Period. 

A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards 

of icx> Illustrations and coloured Designs. I voL 8vo, i/. 11. 

'* One of the most readable books of the season ; permanently valuable, always in- 
teresting, often amusing, and not inferior in all the essentials of a gift book." — Times, 



Historic Devices^ Badges^ and War Cries, 8vo, i/. ix. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion, With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 5^-. 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful 
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new principle, &c. By 
F. JULIEN, French Master at King Edward the Sixth's School, 
Birmingham. Author of "The Student's French Examiner," " First 
Steps in Conversational French Grammar," which see. 

Phillips (Z.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo, 
I/. I IS, 6d, 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism, By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. Among the newer portions of the work may be 
enumerated : All the more recent investigations on Striae by Spottis- 
woode, De la Rue, Moulton, &c. An account of Mr. Crooke"'s recent 
research e-*. Full descriptions and pictures of all the modern Magnetic 
Survey Instruments now used at Kew Observatory. Full accounts of 
all the modem work on Specific Inductive Capacity, and of the more 
recent determination of the ratio of Electric units (v). It is believed 
that in respect to the number and beauty of the Illustrations, the work 
will be quite unique. 2 vols , 8vo, 36J. 

Picture Gallery of British Art {The). 38 Permanent Photo- 
graphs after the most celebrated English Painters. With Descriptive 
Letterpress. Vols, i to 5, cloth extra, i&r. each. Vols. 6, 7, and 8, 
commencing New Series, demy folio, 3 1 J. 6d. 

Pinto {Major Serpa), See " King's Rifle." 

Placita AnglO'Normannica. The Procedure and Constitution of 
the Anglo-Norman Courts (William I. — Richard I.), as shown by 
Contemporaneous Records. With Explanatory Notes, &c. By M. M. 
Bigelow. Demy 8vo, cloth, 21J. 
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Plutarch's Lives, An Entirely New and Libraiy Edition. 

Edited by A. II. Clx>ugh, Esq. < vols., 8vo, 2/. lor.; half-morocoo, 
gilt top, 1/. Also in I voL, royal 8vO| 800 pp., cloth extia, i&r.; 
Galf-bound, lis, 

^— Morals. Uniform with dough's Edition of " Lives of 
Plutarck" Edited by Professor Goodwin. 5 vols., 8vo, 3/. y. 

Poems of the Inner Life, A New Edition, Revised, with many 
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, cloth, $/. 

Poganue People: their Loves and Lives, By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6/. 

Polar Expeditions, See Koldewey, Markham, MacGahak, 

and Nakes. 

Practical i^A) Handbook to the Principal Schools of England. 
By C. E. rASCOE. New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3/. td. 

Prejevalsky (N. M) From Kulja, across the Tian Shan to Lob- 
nor. Translated by E, Delmar Morgan, F.R.G.S. Demy 8vo, 
with a Map. 16/. 

Prince Ritto ; or^ The Four-leaved Shamrock, By Fanny W. 

CURREY. With 10 Full-page Fac-simile Reproductions of Original 
Drawings by Helen O'Hara. Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt, lo/. 6^. 



Publisher^ Circular (The\ and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, yi. 

J^AMBA UD {Alfred), History of Russia, from its Origin 
-^ *• to the Year 1877. With .Six Maps. Translated by Mrs, L. B. 
Lang. 2 vols,, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 38/. 

Recollections of Writers, By Charles and Mary Cowden 

Clarke. Authors of '' The Concordance to Shakespeare," &c. ; 
with Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
and Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, lOJ. 6</. 

Reminiscences of the War in New Zealand. By Thomas W. 
Gudgeon, Lieutenant and Quartermaster, Colonial Forces, N.Z. 
With Twelve Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6<i. 

Rkmusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs o£" 
Robinson {Phil), See " In roy Indian Garden." 
Rochefoucauld s Reflections, Bayard Series^ 2S, 6d. 
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Rogers (5.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions of 

Choice Books.'' zr. 6d, 

Rose in Bloom. See Alcott. 

Pose Library (77ie). Popular Literature of all countries. Each 
volume, is, ; cloth, 2s. (id. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated— 

1. Sea-Qull Book. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated. 

2. Little Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to "Little Women." 

4. The House on Wheela. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. Little Ken. By Louisa M. Alcott. DJ)le. vol., 2s. ; cloth, 3/. 6il. 

6. The Gld-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double 

vol., 2 J. ; cloth, y, 6d. 

7. The Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Tonnff People, Single and 

Married. 

9. TJndine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Motte 

FouQUfi. A New Translation by F. E. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

la Draxy Miller's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. By Saxe 
Holm. 

11. The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame Gouraud. Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By Louisa M. 

Alcott. 

13. Beerinninff Asrain. Being a Continuation of "Work." By 

Louisa M. Alcott. 

14. Picciola; or, the Prison Slower. By X. B. Saintinb. 

Numerous Graphic Illustrations. 

15. Robert's Holidays. Illustrated. 

16. The Two Children of St. Dominffo. Numerous Illustrations. 

17. Aunt Jo's Scrap Baff. 

18. Stowe (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
19. The Minister's Wooinff. 

20. Betty's Brierht*Idea. 

21. ' The Qhost in the Mill. 

22. — ^ Captain Kidd's Money. 

23. We and our Neighbours. Double vol., 2s. 

24. ^^— My Wife and I. Double vol., 2s. ; doth, gilf, y. 6d. 

25. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's My Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Guardian An^el. 

28. Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 
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The Rose Library, continued:^- 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of"" The Gayworthys." 2 vols. , \s. each. 

30. Helenas Babie*. By their Latest Victim. 

31. The Barton Bxperiment. By the Author of '' Helen's Babies." 

32. X>red. Bv Mrs. Beecher Stowe. Doable vol., 2/. Cloth, 

gilt, 3/. id, 

33. Warner (0. D.) In the WUdemeM. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

Russell {\V. H., LL.D.) 77te Tour of the Prince of Wales in 
India. By W. H. Russell, LL.D. F'ully Illustrated by Sydney 
P. Hall, M.A. Syper-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52/. 6</.; 
Large Paper Edition, 84/. 



QANCTA Christina: a Story of the First Century. By 
•^ Eleanor E. Ok lebar. With a Preface by the Bishop of Winchester. 
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, $/• 

Scientific Memoirs: being Experimental Contributions to a 
Knowledge of Radiant Energy. By John William Draper, M.D., 
LL.D., Author of "A Treatise on Human Physiology," &c. With 
Steel Portrait of the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth, 473 pages, 14/. 

Scott {Sir G. Gilbert,) See " Autobiography." 

Sea-Gull Rock, By Jules Sandeau, of the French Academy. 

Royal i6mo, with 79 Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7/. 6d» 
Cheaper Edition, cloth gilt, 2s. 6d, See also Rose Library. 

Sconce : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 21/. 

The Serpent Charmer: a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. By 
Louis Roussklet, Author of "India and its Native Princes." 
Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8v(y, cloth extra) gilt edges, 7/. 6^. , 
plainer binding, 5/. 



Shakespeare {The Boudoir). Edited by Henry Cundell. 

Carefully bracketted for reading aloud ; /reed from all objectionable 
matter, and altogether free from notes. Price 2/. 6d. each volume, 
cloth extra, gilt ^ges. Contents : — ^Vol I., Cymbeline — Merchant of 
Venice. Each play separately, paper cover, is. Vol. II., As You 
Like It — King Lear — ^Mnch Ajdo about Nothing. Vol. III., Romeo 
and Juliet— Twelfth Night — ^King John. The Utter six plays sepa- 
rately, paper cover, 9^. 
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Shakespeare Key {The), Forming a Companion to "The 
Complete Concordance to Shakespeare. '^ By Charles and Mary 
CowDEN Clarke. Demy 8vo, 800 pp., 21J. 

Shooting: its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose, By James 

Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A. Author of "Scottish Field 

Sports," &C. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, icxr. 6d. 

"The book is admirable in every ws^ We wish it every success." — GMe. 

**A veiy complete treatise Likely to take high rank as an authority on 

shooting/'— -^0t(^ News, 

SUent Hour ( The). See " Gentle Life Series ." 

Silver Pitchers. See Alcott. 

Simon {Joules), See " Government of M. Thiers " 

Six to One, A Seaside Story. i6mo, boards, is. 

Smith {G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries, By the late 
George Smith. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, i8r. 

The Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the late 

G. Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum. 
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, i6x. 

Snow-Shoes and Canoes; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston. 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, Ts, 6J. ; plainer binding, 5^. 

Songs and Etchings in Shade and Sunshine, By J. K G. 

Illustrated with 44 Etchings. Small 4to, cloth, gilt tops, 251*. 



South Kensington Museum. Monthly is. See " Art Treasures." 
Stanley {H, M.) How I Found Livingstone, Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, ^s, (>d, ; large Paper Edition, los. 6d. 

' *'Afy Kalulu" Prince, King, and Slave. A Story 

from Central Africa. Crown Svo, about 430 pp., with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, 7j. 6a, 

Coomassie and Magdala, A Story of Two British 



Campaigns in Africa. - Deray 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, 16s, 
Through the Dark Continent, which see. 



St, Nicholas Magazine, 4to, in handsome cover, is. monthly. 

Annual Volumes, handsomely bound, 15J. Its special features are, 
the great variety and interest of its literary contents, and the beauty 



a8 Safnps<m Low^ MarsUm^ 6* Go's 

and profusenesf of its Illustrations, whicli surpass anything yet 
attempted in any publication for young people, and the stories are by 
the best living autnors of juvenile literature. Each Part contains, on 
an average, 50 Illustrations. 

Story without an End, From the German of Carov^, by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
bv E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7/. 6^. 

— ^ square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey. 2/. dd. 



Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Dred, Cheap Edition, boards, 2s, Cloth, 
gilt edges, y, 6d, 

Footsteps of the Master, With Illustrations and xtA 



borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
— Geography^ with 60 Illustrations. Square cloth, 4/. dd. 
Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, zx.; Library Edition, 



4/. 6^. 

— Betty's Bright Idea, is. 



— — My Wife and I; or, Harry Hendersotts History. 
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, ds.* 

Minister's Wooing. 55.; Copyright Series, is, 6d.; cl, 2/.* 

— 0/d Town Folk. 6s. ; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d» 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3/. 6d. 

-^-^ Our Folks at Foganuc, 10s. 6d. 



— — IFe and our Neighbours, i vol., small post 8vo, 6s. 
Sequel to '* My Wife and I."* 

Pink and White Tyranny, Small post 8vo, 3/. 6d. \ 



Cheap Edition, i/. 6d. and 2s. 

— Queer Little People, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

Chimney Comer, is, ; cloth, is. 6d. 

The Pearl of Orr^s Island. Crown 8vo, 5 J.* 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap., 2s. 

* Set alto Rom Libnuy. 
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Stowe {Mrs, Beecher) Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated 
with 15 Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. 
Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25^. 

Student's French Examiner, By F. Julten, Author of " Petites 
Lefons de Conversation et deGrammaire." Square crown 8vo, cloth, 2j, 

Studies in German Literature, By Bayard Taylor. Edited 
by Marie Taylor. With an Introduction by the Hon. George 
H. BOKER. 8vo, cloth extra, lor. (xl. 

Studies in the TJieory of Descent. By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 

Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — "On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies, ' 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only) &r ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), i6j. ; 
Part III., 6j. 

Sugar Beet (The). Including a History of the Beet Sugar 
Industry in Europe, Varieties of the Sugar Beet, Examination, Soils, 
Tillage, Seeds and Sowing, Yield and Cost of Cultivation, Harvesting, 
Transportation, Conservation, Feeding Qualities of the Beet and of 
the Pulp, &c. By L. S. Ware. Illustrated. 8vo, cloth extra, 2IJ. 

Sullivan {A. M., M.P.), See '' New Ireland." 

SulJ>huric Acid (A Practical Treatise on t/ie Manufacture of). 
By A. G. and C. G. Lock, Consulting Chemical Engineers. Willi 
77 Construction Plates, and other Illustrations. 

Sumner {Hon. Charles). See Life and Letters. 

Sunrise: A Story of These Times. By William Black, 

Author of **A Daughter of Heth," &c. To be published in 15 
Monthly Parts, commencing April 1st, is. each. 

Surgeon's Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By 
Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Professor of Surgery in the University of 
Kiel, and Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. Translated by 
H. H. Glutton, B.A. Cantab, F.R.C.S. Numerous Colouied 
Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound in flexible leather, i/. 8j. 

Sylvan Spring. By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of " Familiar Wild Flowers;" by 16 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 12s. 6d, 



3© Sampson Low, Marston, 6- Co.^s 

^AUCHNITZS English Editions of German Authors. 
'*' Each volume, cloth flexible, 2x. ; or sewed, ix. (ul, (Catalogues post 
free on application.) 

— (B,) German and English Dictionary, Cloth, is, 6d.; 
roan, 2s, 

Fretich and English, Paper, \s. 6d. ; cloth, 2s, ; roan, 



2s. 6d. 

Italian and English, Paper, is, 6d. ; cloth, 2S. ; 



roan, 2s, 6/. 

Spanish and English, Paper, is. 6d, ; cloth, 2S. ; roan. 



2J. 6if. 

New Testament. Cloth, 2s. \ gilt, 2S, 6d. 



Taylor {Bayard), See " Studies in German Literature." 

Textbook {A) of Harmony, For the Use of Schools and 
Students. By the late Charles Edward Horsley. Revised for 
the Press by Westley Richards and W. H. Calcott. Small post 
8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d, 

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By Henry M. Stanley. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, containing 150 Full-page and other lUustrsitions, 
2 Portraits of the Author, and 10 Maps, 42/. Seventh Thousand. 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps. 
I vol., \2s. 6d. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India, See Russell. 

Trees and Ferns, By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 

edges, with numerous Illustrations, 3J. 6d, 

"A charming little volume.'* — Land and lyafer, 

Turkistan, Notes of a Journey in the Russian Provinces of 
Central Asia and the Khanates of Bokhara and Kokand. By Eugene 
Schuyler, Late Secretary to the American Legation, St Petersburg. 
NumerousIUustrations. 2 vols, 8vo, cloth extra, 5th Edition, 2/. zr. 

Tivo Friends, By Lucien Biart, Author of " Adventures of 

a Young Naturalist," " My Rambles in the New World," &c Small 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, ^s, 6d. ; plainer binding, 5/. 

7ii/o Supercargoes (The) ; or, Adventures in Savage Africa, 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7/. &/. ; plainer binding, 5x. 

T JP and Down ; or. Fifty Year^ Experiences in Australia^ 
^ California, New Zeahxidf India, China, and the South Pacific. 

Being the Life History of Capt. W. J. Barry. Written by Himself. 

With several Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, Ss, 6d, 
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Jules Verne, Ihat Prince of Si ory- fellers. "— Turas. 
BOOKS BY JULES VERNE. 



Labgb Csowir 8vo. . 



WORKS. 



Twenty Thonsand Leagues 

under the Sea. Part I. 

Ditto. Part II. 

Hector Servadac . . . 

The Fur Country . . . 

From the Earth to the 
Moon and a Trip round 
it 

Michael Strogoff, the 
Courier of the Czai . 

Dick Sands, the Boy 
Captain 

Five Weeks in a Balloon 

Adventures of Three En 
gUshmen and Three 
Bnssians .... 

Around the World in 
Eighty Days . . . 

A Floating City . . . 

The Blockade Runners 

Dr. Ox's Experiment . 

Master Zacharius . . 

A Drama in the Air 

A Winter amid the Ice 

The Survivors of the 
" Chancellor "... 

Martin Paz .... 

The Mysterious Island, 
3 vols. : — 

Vol. I. Dropped from the 
Clouds • 

Vol. II. Abandoned . . 

Vol. III. Secret of the Is- 
land 

The Child of the Cavern . 

The Begum's Fortune . . 

The Tribulations of a 
Chinaman • . • . . 



Containing 360 to 000 pp 

and from 60 to 100 
fnll-page illnstrationB. 



Ijiver 

handsom 

cloth bind 

ing, gilt 

edges. 



8, d. 

10 6 

10 6 

10 6 

10 6 

10 6 

10 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

22 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 r, 

7 6 

7 6 



In 

plainer 

binding, 

plain 

edges. 



s, d. 

5 

5 

5 

5 

5 



3 6 

3 6 

3 6 

3 6 

3 G 

3 6 

10 6 



3 
3 

3 
3 



6 
G 

G 
6 



Containing the whole of the 
text with some illastraUons. 



In cloth 

binding, gilt 

edges, 

smaller 

type. 



Coloured Boards. 



8. d, 
3 6 



3 6 

2 vols., 2s, 
each. 



2 



2 

2 

r 2 

L 2 

2 



} 



I 2 

/ 2 

\^ 2 

6 

2 

2 

2 



2 vols.j l«..eaoh. 

2 vols., 1«. each. 
2 vols., 1j. each. 



#. d. 

• 1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

2 vols. Is. each. 

1 

3 

1 

1 

1 



Celebrated Travels and Tbavellebs. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, 600 pp., 
upwards of 100 full-page illu8ti'ations> 125. Gd.; g^lt edges, 14«. each : — 
(1) The Exploration of the World. 

The Great Navigators of the Eighteenth Century. 



(2) 
(8) 



The Explokkrs of the Nineteenth Centi^y. (Tn ihe Press*) 
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TJ/ALLER {Rev. C. H.) Tiu Names on the Gates of Pearl, 
^^ and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H« Waller, M. A. Second 

edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 
■ — A Grammar and Afialytical Vocabulary of the Words in 
the Greek Testament Compiled from Briidcr's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. II. Waller, M. A. Part I., The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 2J. 6i/. Part II. The Vocabulary, 2s, 6d, 

Adoption and t/ie Covenant. Some Thoughts on 



Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2/. 6d, 
Wanderings in tJu Western Land, By A. Pendarves Vivl\n, 
M.P. With many Illustrations from^Drawings by Mr. Bierstadt 
and the Author, and 3 Nf aps. i vol , demy 8vo, cloth extra, i8j. 
War in Bulgaria : a Narrative of Personal Experiences. By 
LiEUTENA NT-General Valentine Baker Pasha. Maps and 
Plans of Battles. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 2/. 2/. 

Warner (C. D,) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Library, ix. 

Back-log Studies. Boards, is, 6d. ; cloth, 2S, 

— — In the Wilderness. Rose Library, \s. 

' Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, \2S, 

Weaving. See " History and Principles." 

Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.) HitJurto. Small post 8vo, 3/. 6//. 

and 2/. dd, 

Sights and Insights. 3 vols., crown 8vo, 31/. dd, 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwait^s Life. Cloth, 3^. 6d, 

WUlSy A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional Assistance. 

By a Probate Court Official. 5th Edition, revised with Forms 

of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, is. 
With Axe and Rtfle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 

Kingston. With, numerous Illustrations, square crown 8vo, doth 

extra, gilt edges, 71. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5/. 
Witty af^ Humorous Side of the English Poets {The), With a 

variety of Specimens arranged in Periods. By Arthur H. Elliott. 

1 vol., crown 8vo, cloth, lor. 6d. 
Woolsey {C, D,, LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of Inter- 

national Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 

Studies. 5th Edition, demy 8vo, i8j. 
Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions, Sentences and 

Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, 

and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2s. 6d. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor, By W. Clark Russell. 6/. Third 

and Cheaper Edition. ^ 

lonlKon: 
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